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I. 


¥ 


PETER'S  PENSION, 


A  SOLEMN  EPISTLE 


TO 


A  SUBLIME  PERSONAGE. 


**  My  heart  is  Inditiiig  of  a  good  nntter :  I  speak  of  the  thiiiK^  which  I  have 

made,  unto  the  King."        Psalm  XLV. 

Nmpemam  Teetm  vnwre,  nee  stae  T(^ 


VOL.  II. 


h  . 


THE  ARGUMENT. 

A  p»d  Exoffiiiam,  coBtadnm^  Newi  fnmi  Jeridio-Peter  iB^^ 
the  icmt  Nose  on  tlieir  respectiTe  AccoaoU—and  talketli  of  Samsoo  and 
DyBri^  the  London  Oiffee^iMBes,  and  the  Royal  Ez^ 
eth  the  CanM  of  the  great  NoiM,  and  cjacriateth -- talketh  of  Preparatioai  al 
&e  Pdace  for  \m  Dissrace  and  Morder-Peter  vftrmeih  Higefty  of  what 
M^ierty  hath  been  u|^om<tf-€omplaiDetii  that  he  hath  been  pictnred  a  down- 
rifhc  Detil— bef^th  that  a  proper  IiMiair^  nay  be  inititiited— Peter  pro- 
wm*th  Mmaflfno  Deril— Peter  writeth  9^  Sonnets,  to  prove  that  he  hath 
notahvriHeart. 

Peter  taBLetti  of  Coortieri  and  Coort  Hatter»-of  what  the  World  widLedly 
Myeth  of  hbn— Peter  cannot  coutiuce  the  Wwld—mentioneth  the  Despond- 
CBceof  theNewipapen,Mag:azinesyand  Reriews—abo  the  Fumne  in  Poetry 
—Peter  ezcalpateth  Majesty— Peter  reAseth  modestly— hinteth  at  Royal 
Mltfm  fmmi.  Diamonds,  Nabobs,  and  an  Action  of  Trover— Peter  propbesieth 
monnfnlly-giveth  the  History  of  Nebocfaadnezzai's  Gnss-Diet— Peter  af^ 
fuiifath  good  Reasons  for  refutiag  a  Pension— relateth  an  Anecdote  of  a  dead 
Archbishop— fbroMth  a  Scheme  for  onivenal  Happiness,  by  discovering  Sin 
and  ShaaK  to  be  a  Pur  of  Impostors,  and  for  making  mooralnl  .Sonday  merry 
—Peter  ontdoeth  old  Poets  in  Egotism— condemneth  Mtstras  Damer.  the 
^eat  She-statnary,  for  mttemplimg  oor  most  soblime  Sovereign— Peter,  like 
anmy  Authors,  exhibiteth  prodigious  Acqoaintuice  with  ancient  literatore, 
by  mentioning  the  Names  of  Jopiter,  Pfakfias,  Praxiteles,  Viipl,  and  Aognstns 
Ccnr  —  Peter  paffeth  again — Peter  prodacetfa  a  Tale  about  Majesty,  Mister 
Robinson,  Alderman  Skinner,  and  ekomktd  Sheep-also  a  Tale  of  Majesty  and 
Fvson  Yonng,  whose  Neck  was  anfommately  makiMgtd  at  a  Honu 

Peter  stiD  hankereth  after  PensioiB— declaimetfa  on  the  Powers  of  Poetry,  as 
on  his  own  awranrlsas  Powers — Peter  professeth  Independency,  and 
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THE  ARGUMENT. 


great  Capabilitj  of  making  a  hearty  Motton-bone  Dinner,  like  Andiew 
Mar?el->Peter  distnnteth  his  Fortitode  —  qooteth  Opposition-Men  for  pititiil 
Deiertion  of  Principle,  and  descanteth  on  Money— Peter  teUeth  an  appoate 
Tde  of  Lady  Huntingdon's  Parson,  a  Dog,  and  a  Sqoire. 

Peter  qooteth  the  IFtnd  and  Mr.  Eden— exhibiteth  more  Symptoms  of  Pension 
Love— condndeth  in  a  Foam  against  Knighthood* 


PETER'S  PENSION. 


Dread  Sir,  the  Rams*  Horns  that  blew  down 
The  walls  of  Jericbo^s  old  town, 

Made  a  most  monstrous  uproar,  all  agree : 
But  lo !  a  louder  noise  around  us  rages. 
About  two  most  important  personages ; 

No  less,  my  Royal  Liege,  tban  you  and  me. 

In  sbort,  not  greater  the  Philistines  made 
When  Dalilah,  a  little  artful  jade 

(Indeed  a  very  pretty  ^1), 
SnippM  off  her  lover  Mister  Samson^s  curl ; 
Who  well  repaid  the  clamours  of  the  bears, 
By  pulling  down  the  house  about  their  ears. 

Prodigious  is  the  shake  around : 
Still  London  keeps  (thank  God)  her  ground. 
Yet  bow  th'  Exchange  and  Coffee-houses  ring ! 
Nothing  is  heard  but ''  Peter  and  the  King." 
The  handsome  Bar-maids  stare,  as  mute  as  fishes ; 
And  sallow  Waiters,  fri^itened,  drop  their  dishes. 


6  PETER'S  PENSION. 

At  first  'twas  thought  the  Triumph  of  the  Jews, 
On  some  great  Victory  in  the  basing  way : 

The  news,  the  very  Antichristian  news, 
Of  Israel's  Hero  *  having  won  the  day ; 

And  Humphries,  a  true  Christian  Boxer,  beat : 

Enough  to  give  all  Christendom  a  sweat. 

Again,  'twas  thought  great  news  of  tlie  Grand  Turk, 
Who  on  his  hands  hath  got  some  serious  work : 

'Twas  fancied  he  had  lost  the  day; 
That  every  Mussulman  was  kill'd  in  battle, — 
A  fate  most  proper  for  such  heathen  Cattle, 

Who  do  not  pray  to  God  our  xvay^ 

But  lo !  unto  the  lofty  skies, 

Of  sound  this  wonderful  ascension 
Doth  verily,  my  Liege,  from  this  arise ; — 

That  you  have  given  the  gentle  Bard  a  Pension. 

Great  is  the  shout  indeed.  Sir,  all  abroad, 

That  you  have  order'd  me  this  handsome  thing ; 

On  which,  with  lifted  eyes  I've  said,  "  Good  God ! 
Though  great  my  merits,  yet  how  great  the  King!" 

And  yet,  believe  me,  Sir,  I  lately  heard 

That  all  your  doors  were  doubly  lock'd  and  barr'd 

•  Meiiilo/a. 


PETER'S  PENSION.  ' 

Against  the  Poet  for  his  tuneful  art ; 
And  that  the  tall,  stiff,  stately,  red  Machines, 
Your  Grenadiers,  the  guards  of  Kings  and  Queens, 

Were  ordered  all  to  stab  me  to  the  heart: 

That  if  to  House  of  Buckingham  I  came. 
Commands  were  given  to  Mistress  Brigg, 

A  comely,  stout,  two-handed  Dame, 
To  box  my  ears  and  pull  my  wig ; 

The  Cooks  to  spit  me ;  curry  me,  the  Grooms ; 

And  Kitchen  Queens  to  baste  me  ^nth  their  brooms. 

You're  told  that  in  my  ways  Fm  very  e\al  ; 
So  u^y,  fit  to  travel  for  a  show : 
And  that  I  look  all  grimly  where  I  go. 

Just  like  a  Devil ; 
With  horns,  and  tail,  and  hoofs,  that  make  folks  start. 
And  in  my  breast  a  Mill-stone  for  a  Heart. 

This  Cometh  from  a  certain  Painter*,  Sire : 
Bid  story-mousing  Nicolai  inquire ; 

Your  Page,  your  IMercury,  with  cunning  eyes; 
Who,  Jumping  at  each  sound,  so  eager  opes 
His  pretty  wither  d  pair  of  Chmese  chops, 

like  a  Dutch  Dog  that  leaps  at  butterflies. 

•  Thtgnmt  Mr.  Weit. 


«  PETER*S  PENSION. 

He,  Sire,  will  look  me  o  er ;  and  will  not  fail 
To  swear  that  I've  no  horns,  nor  hoofs,  nor  tail. 

Lord,  Lord!  these  sayings  grieve  me  and  surprise. 
Dread  Sir,  don't  see  with  other  people's  eyes : 

No  Devil  am  I,  with  horns,  and  tail,  and  hoofe. 
As  for  the  likeness  of  my  Heart  to  Stone — 
No,  Sir ;  it's  full  as  tender  as  your  own  : 

Accept,  my  Liege,  some  simple  love-sick  proofs. 


TO  AN  UNFORTUNATE  BEAUTY. 

Say,  lovely  Maid  with  downcast  eye, 
And  cheek  with  silent  sorrow  pale ; 

What  gives  thy  heart  the  lengthened  sigh, 
That  heaving  tells  a  mournful  tale  ? 

Thy  tears  which  thus  each  other  chase, 
Bespeak  a  breast  o'erwhelm'd  with  woe ; 

Thy  sighs,  a  storm  that  wrecks  thy  peace, 
Which  soub  like  thine  should  never  know. 

Oh !  tell  me,  doth  some  favoured  Youth, 
Too  often  blest,  thy  beauties  slight ; 

And  leave  those  thrones  of  love  and  truth. 
That  lip,  and  bosom  of  delight  ? 


PETER'S  PENSION. 

What  though  to  other  Nymphs  he  flies. 
And  feigns  the  fond  impassioned  tear. 

Breathes  all  the  eloquence  of  sighs. 
That  treacherous  won  thy  artless  ear? 

Let  not  tliose  Nymphs  thy  anguish  move, 
For  whom  his  heart  may  seem  to  pine : 

That  heart  shall  ne'er  be  blest  by  Love, 
Whose  guilt  can  fc»rce  a  pang  from  thine. 


FOR  CYNTHIA. 

Ah  !  tell  me  no  more,  my  dear  Girl,  with  a  sigh, 
That  a  coldness  will  creep  o'er  my  heart ; 

That  a  sullen  indifference  will  dwell  on  my  eye, 
When  thy  beauty  begins  to  depart 

Shall  thy  graces,  O  Cynthia,  that  gladden  my  day. 
And  brighten  the  gloom  of  the  ni^t, 

mi  life  be  extinguished,  from  memory  stray, 
Which  it  ought  to  review  with  delight  ? 

Upbraiding,  shall  Gratitude  say  with  a  tear, 
'^  That  no  longer  I  think  of  those  charms 

Which  gave  to  my  bosom  such  rapture  sincere^ 
And  fiaded  at  length  in  my  arms  ?**   . . 
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Why  yes :  it  may  happen,  thou  Damsel  divine ; 

To  be  honest,  I  freely  declare ; 
That  e'en  now  to  thy  converse  so  much  I  incline, 

I've  already  forgot  thou  art  fair. 


TO  LAURA. 

How  happy  was  the  morn  of  love, 

When  first  thy  beauty  won  my  heart ! 
How  guiltless  of  a  wish  to  rove ! 

I  deem*d  it  more  than  death,  to  part. 

« 

Whene'er  firom  thee  I  chanced  to  stray, 
How  Fancy  dwelt  upon  thy  mien. 

That  spread  with  flowers  my  distant  way. 
And  shower'd  delist  on  every  scene ! 

But  Fortune,  envious  of  my  joys. 
Hath  robb'd  a  Lover  of  thy  charms ; 

From  me  thy  sweetest  smile  decoys, 
And  gives  thee  to  another's  arms. 

Yet,  though  my  tears  are  doomed  to  flow. 
May  tears  be  never  Laura's  lot! 

Let  Love  protect  tigf  heart  from  wo^ 
His  wound  to  mem  shall  be  forgoL 


PETER'S  PENSION.  11 


HYMN  TO  MODESTY. 

0  Modesty,  thou  shy  and  blushful  Maid, 
Don't  of  a  simple  Shepherd  be  afraid. 

Wert  thou  my  Lamb,  with  sweetest  grass  I'd  treat  thee 

1  am  no  Wolf  so  savage,  that  should  eat  thee. 
Then  haste  with  me,  O  Nymph,  to  dwell, 
And  give  a  Goddess  to  my  cell. 

Thy  fragrant  Breast,  like  Alpine  Snows  so  white, 

Where  all  the  nestling  Loves  delight  to  lie ; 
Thine  Eyes,  that  shed  the  milder  light 

Of  Night's  pale  Wanderer  o'er  her  cloudless  sky ; 
O  Nymph,  my  panting,  wishing  bosom  warm, 
And  beam  around  me,  what  a  world  of  charm 

Then  haste  with- me,  O  Nymph,  to  dwell. 

And  give  a  Goddess  to  my  cell. 

Thy  flaxen  Ringlets,  that  luxuriant  spread, 
And  hide  thy  bosom  with  an  envious  shade ; 
Thy  polish'd  Cheek  so  dimpled,  where  the  Rose 
In  all  the  bloom  of  ripening  summer  blows ; 
Thy  luscious  Lips,  that  heavenly  dreams  inspire, 
By  Beauty  form'd,  and  loaded  with  desire ; 
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With  sorrow,  and  with  wonder,  lo !  I  see 
(What  melting  treasures !)  thrown  axvay  on  thee. 

Then  haste  with  me,  O  Nymph,  to  dwell, 

And  give  a  Goddess  to  my  cell. 

Thou  knowest  not  that  Bosom's  fair  design : 
And  as  for  those  two  pouting  Lips  divine, 

Thou  think'st  them  form'd  alone  for  simple  chat ; 
To  bill  so  happy  with  thy  favourite  Dove, 
And  playful  force,  with  sweetly  fondling  love, 
Their  kisses  on  a  Lapdog  or  a  Cat. 
Then  haste  with  me,  meek  Maid,  to  dwell, 
And  give  a  Goddess  to  my  ceil. 

Such  thoughts  thy  sweet  simplidty  produces : 
But  I  can  point  out  far  suhlimer  uses ; 
Uses  tlie  very  best  of  men  esteem, 
Of  which  thine  innocence  did  never  dream. 

Then  haste  with  me,  meek  Maid,  to  dwell. 

And  give  a  Goddess  to  my  cell. 

Oh !  fly  from  Impudence,  the  brazen  rogue 
Whose  flippant  tongue  hath  got  the  Irish  brogue : 
Whose  hands  would  pluck  thee  like  the  fairest  FlowV; 
Thy  cheeks,  eyes,  forehead,  lips,  and  neck,  devour. 
Shun,  shun  that  Caliban,  and  with  me  dwell : 
Then  come,  and  give  a  Goddess  to  my  cell. 


PETER'S  PENSION.  l3 

» 

The  world,  O  simple  Miud !  is  foil  of  art ; 
Would  turn  thee  pale,  and  fill  with  dread  thy  heart, 
Didst  thou  perceive  but  half  the  snares 
The  Devil  for  charms  like  thine  prepares. 

Then  haste,  O  Nymph,  with  me  to  dwell, 

And  give  a  Goddess  to  my  cell. 

From  mom  to  eve  my  kiss  of  speechless  loye, 
Thy  eyes'  mild  beam  and  blushes  shall  improve ; 
And,  lo !  from  our  so  innocent  embrace. 
Young  Modesties  shall  spring,  a  numerous  race ! 
The  blushing  Girls  in  every  thing  like  thee, 
The  bashful  Boys  prodigiously  like  me. 

Then  haste  with  me,  O  Nymph,  to  dwell. 

And  give  a  Goddess  to  my  cell. 


Is  not  this  pretty,  Sir?  can  aught  be  sweeter? 
Instead  of  that  vile  appellation,  Devil, 
So  blackguard,  so  unfriendly,  and  uncivil, 

Should  not  I  be  baptized  the  gentle  Peter  ? 

Great  is  the  buz  about  the  Court, 

As  at  th'  Exchange,  where  Jews,  Turks,  Christians, 
meet; 
Or  Smithfield  fair,  where  beasts  of  every  sort. 

Pigs,  sheep,  men,  bullocks,  all  sofriendbf  greet 
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Busy  indeed  is  many  a  sly  Court  Leech, 

Afraid  to  trust  each  other  with  a  speech ; 

In  hems,  and  hahs,  and  half-words,  hinting ; 

Some  whispering,  listening,  tip-toe  walking,  squinting 

For,  lo !  so  warily  each  Courtier  speaks. 

They  seem  to  talk  with  Halters  round  their  necks. 

Some  praise  the  King  for  nobleness  of  spirit. 
For  ever  studying  how  to  find  out  merit ; — 
While  from  its  box  their  Heart  doth  slily  peep. 

And  ask  the  Tongue  with  noarvelling  eyes. 
How  it  can  dare  to  tell  a  heap 

Of  such  uncQDScioDable  bare-faced  Hes. 

"  How  are  the  mighty  fall'n !''  the  People  cry, 

Meaning  me: 
"  Another  Hog  of  Epicurus'  sty, 

This  vile  Apostate  bends  to  Baal  the  knee. 
Lo !  for  a  little  meat  and  guzzle. 
This  sneaking  Cur  too  takes  the  muzzle. 

'^  In  Lyric  Scandal  soon  will  be  a  chasm : 
He  wrote  for  bribes,  'tis  plain ;  and  now  he  has  'em. 
Thb  mi^ty  War-horse  will  be  soon  in  hand» 
By  means  of  meat,  the  price  of  venal  notes ; 
Calm  as  a  Uadkney-coach  Horse  on  his  staad^ 

his  aose^bag,  and  his  oats. 
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"  Whatever  he  hath  said,  he  dares  unsay, 

In  native  impudence  so  rich ; 
Explain  the  plainest  things  away, 

And  call  his  Muse  a  forward  Bitch ; 
Treat  fire  of  friendly  Promises  as  Smoke, 
And  laugh  at  Trutli  and  Honour  as  a  Joke." 

Such,  Sir,  is  your  good  people's  howl. 

As  thick  as  small  Birds  pestering  a  poor  Owl. 

In  vain  I  tell  the  World  around, 
That  I  have  not  a  Pension  found ; 

Which  speech  of  simple  truth  the  Mob  enrages : 
"  Peter,  this  is  an  arrant  lie ; 
The  fact  is  clear,  too  clear,"  they  cry ; 

"  Thou  hast  already  touched  a  quarter's  wages. 
Varlet,  it  always  was  thy  vile  intention  : 
Thou  hast,^  thou  hast,  thou  liar,  got  a  Pension." 

Still,  to  support  my  innocence,  I've  said 
(Most  sinfully,  I  own),  "  I  han't,  by  God : 

Yet,  had  I  sworn  my  eyes  out  of  my  head. 
They  never  had  believed  :  how  vastly  odd  I 

The  moTBing  and  th^  eveaing  Papers^ 
Struck  by  the  30u«d,  s^re  io  Uip  yapcwrs. 
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And  mourn  and  droop  to  think  I'm  dead : 
Stunn'd  by  the  unexpected  news, 
The  Magazines  and  the  Reviews 

For  grief  can  scarcely  lift  the  head. 

"  Nothing  but  poor  mechanic  stuff,"  .they  cry, 
"  Shall  now  be  quoted  for  the  public  eye ; 

Nothing  original  in  song; 
No  novelty  of  images  and  thought 
Before  our  fair  Tribunal  shall  be  brought, 
But  trifling  transpositions  of  our  tongue. 

'^  Nou^t  but  a  solemn  pomp  of  words, 

Bearing  a  lifeless  thought,  shall  Readers  meet : 

The  picture  of  a  Funeral  that  affords. 

So  solemn  marching  through  the  staring  street ; 

'^  Where  flags,  and  horse,  and  foot,  a  sorrow  ape, 
With  all  the  dread  dismality  of  crape. 
Near  the  poor  Corpse ;  perhaps  a  puny  Brat, 
Or  dry  Old  Maid,  as  meagre  as  a  Cat." — 

No,  Sir,  you  never  offer'd  me  a  Pension ; 
But  then,  I  guess  it  is  your  kind  intention  : 
Yes,  Sir,  you  mean  a  small  douceur  to  proffer ; 
But  give  me  leave,  Sir,  to  decline  the  offer. 
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Fm  much  obliged  t  ye,  Sir,  for  your  good  will ; 

But  Oratorios  have  half  undone  ye* : 
Tis  whisper'd  too,  that  thieves  have  robb*d  the  Till 

Which  kept  your  milk  and  butter  money. 

So  much  with  Saving- wisdom  are  you  taken, 
Dniry  and  Co  vent-Garden  seem  forsaken : 
Since  cost  attendeth  those  theatric  borders, 
Content  you  go  to  Richmond  House  f  with  orders. 

Form'd  to  delight  all  eyes,  all  hearts  engage, 
Wlien  lately  the  sweet  Princess  J  came  of  age, 
Tridn-oil  instead  of  Wax  was  bid  t'  illume 
The  goodly  Company  and  Dancing-room. 
This  never  had  been  done,  I'm  very  sure, 
Had  not  you  been,  some  way  or  other ^  poor. 

You  now  want  guineas  to  buy  li^  stock,  Sir, 

To  graze  your  Windsor  hill  and  vale ; 
And  Farmers  will  not  let  their  cattle  stir. 

Until  the  Money's  down  upon  the  nail. 


lis  Majesty'a  baby  Oratorios  in  ToUenhaiiMtreet,  after  a  |;reat  straggle  to 
Ire,  are  absolutely  dead.  Poor  sonls  I  tbey  died  of  a  famine.  Dniry-Lane  and 
C^oirent^^arden  Oratorios  eat  away  their  meat. 

t  Here  is  a  pretty  little  nut-shell  of  a  Theatre,  fitted  up  for  the  convenience 
of  Ladies  and  Oentiemen  of  Quality  wl)o  wish  to  expose  themselfes. 

%  Princess  RoyaL 
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I'm  told  your  Sheep  have  died  by  dogs  and  bitches. 
And  that  your  Fowls  have  suffer'd  by  the  fitchews ; 
And  that  your  Man-traps,  guards  of  goose  and  duck 
And  cocks  and  hens,  have  had  but  so-so  luck. 
Scarce  Jifty  rogues,  in  chase  of  fowls  and  eggs, 
Have  in  those  laving  engines  left  their  Legs. 

The  Bulse,  Sir,  on  a  visit  to  the  Tower, 
Howe  er  the  Royal  visage  may  look  sour, 
Howe'er  an  object  of  a  deep  devotion. 
Must  cross  once  more  the  Eastern  Ocean. 

Indeed  I  hope  the  Diamonds  will  be  off, 

Or  Scandal  on  us  rolls  in  floods : 
Some  Nabob  may  be  vile  enough 

To  brmg  an  action  for  stolen  goods; 
An  action,  to  speak  lawyer-like,  of  trover ; 
And  Heaven  forbid  it  should  come  over ! 

For  Money-matters,  I  am  sure, 

The  Abbey  Music  was  put  off"; 
Because  tlie  Royal  purse  is  poor. 

Plagued  with  a  dry  consumptive  cough : 
Yet  in  full  health  again  that  purse  may  riot, 
By  God's  grace  and  a  skim-milk  diet. 
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Close  as  a  Vice  bdxild  the  nation's  Fist ! 
Vain  will  be  months  made  up  for  Civil  List ; 
And  humble  prayers,  so  very  stale, 
Will  all  be  call'd  aa  old  wife's  tale. 

YoMT faithful  Commons  to  your  cravings 
Will  not  give  up  the  Nation's  savings : — 
Your  favourite  Minister,  I'm  told,  nins  restiff, 
And  growls  at  such  petitions  like  a  Mastiff. 

What  if  my  good  friend  Hastings  goes  to  pot  ? 

Adams  and  Anstruther  have  flung  hard  stones : 
He  finds  his  situation  rather  hot : 

Burke,  Fox,  ajid  Sheridan,  may  break  his  bones. 

As  surely  as  we  saw  and  felt  the  Bulse, 
Hastings  hath  got  a  very  aukward  pulse ; 

Therefore  in  jeopardy  the  culprit  stands : 
Like  Patients  whose  disorders  Doctors  slight 

o 

Too  often,  he  may  bid  us  all  good  night ; 
And  slip,  poor  man,  between  our  hands. 

Then,  Sir,  oh !  then,  as  long  as  life  endures, 
Nought  but  remembrance  of  the  Bulse  is  ourg; 
And  to  a  stomach  that  like  ours  digests, 
Slight  is  x!0t^  diiKiej^  on  remember' d  feasts. — 

c  2 
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I  think  we  cases  understand,  and  ken 
Symptoms,  as  well  as  most  ingenious  men ; 
But  Lord,  how  oft  the  wisest  are  mistaken ! 
Therefore  I  treml)le  for  his  badger  d  bacon. 
We  may  be  out^  with  all  our  skill  so  clever ; 
And  what  we  think  an  Ague,  proyejailjever. 

Nebuchadnezzar,  Sir,  the  King, 
As  sacred  histories  sweetly  sing, 
Was  on  all-fours  turned  out  to  grass, 
Just  like  a  Horse,  or  Mule,  or  Ass: 

Heavens,  what  a  fall  from  kingly  glory  I 
I  hope  it  will  not  so  turn  out 
That  we  shall  have  (to  make  a  rout) 

A  Second  Part  of  that  old  story. 

This  Pension  was  well  meant,  O  glorious  King, 

And  for  the  Bard  a  very  pretty  thing : 

But  let  me,  Sir,  refuse  it,  I  implore ; 

/  ought  not  to  be  rich  while  you  are  poor. 

No,  Sir,  I  cannot  be  your  humble  Hack  : 

1  fear  your  Majesty  would  break  my  back. 

I  dare  refuse  you  for  another  reason. 

M^e  differ  in  Religion,  Sir,  a  deal : 
You  fancy  it  a  sin  allied  to  treason, 

And  vastly  dangerous  to  the  Commonweal, 
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For  Subjects  minuets  and  jigs  to  play 
On  the  Lord's  day. 

Now,  Sir,  Vm  very  fond  of  Fiddling; 

And,  in  my  Morals,  what  the  World  calls  middling: 

Fve  ask*d  my  Conscience,  thatcame  straightfromheaven. 

Whether  I  stood  a  chance  to  be  forgiven, 

If  on  a  Sunday,  from  all  scruples  free, 

I  scraped  the  old  Black  Joke  and  Chere  amie. 

"  Ah,  fool  r  exclaimed  my  Conscience :  "  know, 
God  never  against  Music  made  a  rule ; 

On  Sundays  you  may  safely  take  your  bow. 
And  play  as  well  the  Fiddle  as  the  Fool."* 

•A  late  Archbishop*  too,  O  King, 

Who  knew  most  secrets  of  the  Skies, 
Said,  Heaven  on  Sundays  relished  pipe  and  string. 

Where  sounds  on  sounds  unceasing  rise ; 
And  ask'd,  as  Sunday  had  its  Music  Mere, 
Why  Sunday  should  not  have  its  Music  here. 

In  consequence  of  this  droine  opinion. 

That  Prince  of  Parsons  in  your  great  dominion 

•  Cornwallii. 
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Inforai'd  his  faskionabk  Wife 
That  she  might  have  her  Sunday  Routs  luid  Cards^ 
And  meet  at  last  with  Heaven's  rewards 

When  Death  should  take  her  precious  life. 

Thus  dropping  pious  qualms,  religious  doubts^ 
His  Lady  did  enjoy  her  Sunday  Routs : 
Upon  Good  Friday  too,  that  awful  day, 
Lo !  like  Vauxhall,  was  Lambeth  all  so  gay. 

Now  if  his  present  Grace,  with  sharpened  eyes. 

Could  squint  a  little  deeper  m  the  Skies, 

He  might  be  able  to  inform  his  Dame 

Of  two  impostors  perhaps,  cali'd  Sin  and  Shame, 

Who  many  a  pleasure  from  our  grasp  remove, 

Pretending  to  Commissions  from  above. 

Like  this  a  secret  could  his  Grace  explore, 
What  a  proud  day  for  us  and  Mistress  Moore ! 
For,  lo !  two  greater  Foes  we  cannot  name 
To  this  world's  joys,  than  Messieurs  Sin  and  Shame. 

Then  might  we  think  no  more  of  Praise  and  Pray  V, 
But  leave  at  will  our  Maker  in  the  lurch ; 

Sleep,  racket,  lie  abed,  or  take  the  air, 
And  send  our  servants  and  the  dogs  to  church* 
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Sunday,  like  other  days,  would  thai  have  l^e; 

Now  prim,  and  starch,  and  silent,  as  a  Quaker; 
And  gloomy  m  her  looks,  as  if  the  Wife 

Or  Widow  of  an  Undertaker. 

Happy  should  I  have  beoi,  my  Li^e, 

So  great  a  Monarch  to  oblige ; 

And,  Sir,  between  you  and  the  post 

And  me,  you  don't  know  what  you've  loft.  . 

The  loss  of  me,  so  great  a  Bard, 

Is  not,  O  King !  to  be  repaired. 

Hy  Verse,  superior  to  the  hardest  Rock, 

NcH*  earthquake  fears,  nor  sea,  nor  fire; 
Surpassing  therefore  Mistress  Darner's  Block, 

That  boasts  so  strong  a  Ukeness  of  you.  Sire. 

That  Block,  so  ponderous,  must  with  age  decay, 
And  all  the  lines  of  wisdom  wear  away. — 
I  grant  the  Lady's  loyal^  and  love ; 
Tet ''  ncme  but  Phidias  should  attempt  a  Jove." 

The  Macedonian  Hero  graced  the  stone 

Of  femed  Praxiteles  alone ; 
rorbidding  others  to  attempt  his  knob. 
It  was  so  great  and  difficult  a  job. 
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Augustus  swore  an  oath  so  dread, 

He*d  cut  off  any  Poet  s  head, 

But  Virgil's,  that  should  dare  his  praise  rehearse, 

Or  mention  even  his  name  in  verse. 

Then,  Sir,  if  1  may  be  a  little  free, 
My  Art  would  suit  your  merits  to  a  T. 

Lord   in  my  adamantine  Lays 
Your  Virtues  would  like  Bonfires  blaze : 
So  firm  your  tuneful  Jeweller  would  set  *em, 
They'd  break  the  teeth  of  Time  to  eat  'em. 

Wrapp'd  in  the  splendour  of  my  golden  Line, 
For  ever  would  your  Majesty  be  fine ; 
Appear  a  Gentleman  of  first  repute. 
And  always  glitter  in  a  Birthday-suit 

Then  to  all  stories  would  I  give  the  lie 

That  dared  attack  you,  and  your  fame  devour ; 

Making  a  King  a  Ninepin  in  our  eye. 
Who  ought  like  Egypt's  Pyramids  to  tower : 

Such  as  the  following  Fable,  for  example ; 

Of  impudence,  unprecedented  sample. 
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THE  ROYAL  SHEEP. 

Some  time  ago  a  dozen  Lambs, 
Two  reverend  patriarchal  Rams, 
And  one  good  motherly  old  Ewe, 
Died  on  a  sudden  down  at  Kew ; 

Where,  with  the  sweetest  innocence,  alas ! 
Those  pretty  inoffensive  Lambs, 
And  reverend  homed  patriarchal  Rams, 

And  motherly  old  Ewe,  were  nibbling  grass : 

All  the  fair  property  of  our  great  King, 

Whose  deaths  did  much  the  Royal  bosom  wring. 

Twas  said  that  Dogs  had  tickled  them  to  death ; 
Play'd  with  their  gentle  throats,  and  stopp'd  tlieir  breath. 

Like  Homer's  Heroes  on  th'  ensanguined  plain, 
Stalk'd  Mister  Robinson^  around  the  slain, 

And  never  was  more  frighten 'd  in  his  life. 
So  shock'd  was  Mister  Robinson's  whole  face, 
Not  stronger  horrors  could  have  taken  place 

Had  Cerberus  devoured  his  Wife. 

•  Tbc  hind.  ^ 
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With  wild  despairing  looks  and  sighs, 

And  wet  and  pity-asking  eyes, 

He  trembling  to  the  Royal  presence  ventur'd, 

White  as  the  whitest  Napkin  when  he  eoter'd ; 

White  as  the  Man  who  sought  King  Priam  s  bed^ 

And  told  him  that  his  warlike  Son  was  dead. 

"  Oh!  please  your  Majesty,"  he  blubbering  cried; 

And  then  stopped  short — 
"  What  ?  what  ?  what  ?  what  ?"  the  staring  King  replied : 
'^  Speak^  Robinson,  speak,  speak ;  what,  what's  the 
hurt?" 

"  O  Sire,**  said  Robinson  again. — 

*'  Speak,"  said  the  King ;  '^  put,  put  me  out  of  pain : 

Don't,  don't  in  this  suspense  a  body  keep. " — 

"  O  Sire, "  cried  Robinson,  "  the  Sheep,  the  Sheep!"— 

"  What  of  the  Sheep,"  replied  the  King,  "  pray,  pray  ? 

Dead,  Robinson  ?  dead,  dead ;  or  run  away?" — 

^'  Dead !"  answered  Robinson ;   ''  dead !  dead !  dead  ! 

dead !" 
Then,  like  a  drooping  Lily,  hung  his  head. 

"  How  ?  how?"  the  Monarch  ask'd,  with  visage  sad.— 
"  By  Dogs,"  said  Robinson,  "  and  likely  mad." — 
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*'  No,  DO,  they  can't  be  mad,  tbey  can't  be  mad : 
No,  no^  things  am't  so  bad,  thii^  arn't  so  bad,'' 

Rejoin'd  the  Kii^ : 
'*  Off  with  them  quick  to  viarket;  quick,  depart ; 
In  with  them,  in,  in  with  them  in  a  cart : 

Sell,  sell  them  for  as  much  as  they  will  bring. "* 

Now  to  Fleot  Market,  driYii^  like  the  Wind, 
Amidst  the  murder 'd  Mutton  rode  the  Hind* ; 

All  in  the  Royal  cart  so  greal; 

To  try  to  sdl  the  Koyal  meat 

The  news  of  this  rare  batch  of  Lambs, 

And  Ewe  and  Rams, 
Designed  for  many  a  London  dinner, 
Reached  the  fair  ears  of  Master  Sheriff  Skinner ; 
Who,  with  a  hammer,  and  a  conscience  clear, 
Gets  gloty,  and  ten  thousand  pounds  a  year ; 
And  who,  if  things  go  tolerably  fair, 
Will  be  one  day  proud  Londoh*s  proud  Lord  Mayor. 

The  Alderman  was  in  his  pulpit  shining, 

'Midst  Gentlemen  with  night-caps,  hair,  and  wigs ; 

In  language  most  rhetorical  defining 
The  .^teiiing  merit  of  a  Lot  of  Pijgs : 


i  . 
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When  suddenly  the  news  was  brought, 
That  in  Fleet  Market  were  unwholesome  Sheep ; 
Which  made  the  Preacher  from  his  pulpit  leap 

As  nimble  as  a  Taylor,  or  as  Thought 

For  justice  panting,  and  unawed  by  fears, 
This  King,  this  Emperor,  of  Auctioneers, 

Set  off :  a  furious  face  indeed  he  put  on. 
Like  Lightning  did  he  gallop  up  Cheapside, 
Like  Thunder  down  through  Ludgate  did  he  ride. 

To  catch  the  man  who  sold  this  dreadful  Mutton. 

Now  to  Fleet  Market  full  of  wrath  he  came ; 

And,  with  the  spirit  of  an  ancient  Roman, 

Exceeded  I  believe  by  no  man, 
The  Alderman  so  virtuous  cried  out  '^  Shame ! 

"  Damme,"  to  Robinson  said  Master  Skinner, 

"  Who  on  such  Mutton,  Sir,  can  make  a  dinner  ?'*— 

"  YoUj  if  you  please," 
Cried  Mister  Robmson  with  perfect  ease. 

"  Sir!"  quoth  the  red-hot  Alderman  again. 

*'  YoUy''  quoth  the  Hind,  in  just  the  same  cool  strain* 

"  Off,  off,"  cried  Skinner,  "  with  your  Carrion  heap ! 
Quick,  damme,  take  away  your  nasty  Sheep. 
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\rhile  I  commaxid,  not  e'en  the  King 

Shall  such  vile  stuff  to  market  brio^ 

And  London  stalls  such  garbage  put  on ; 

So  please  to  take  away  your  stinking  Mutton.*' — 

"  YaUj^  replied  Robinson,  '^  you  cry  out  Shame  ? 

You  blast  the  Sheq>,  good  Master  Skinner,  pray? 
Vou  give  the  harmless  Mutton  a  bad  name? 

You  impudently  order  it  away  ? 

^  Sweet  Master  Alderman,  don't  make  this  rout : 
Pray  clap  your  spectacles  upon  your  snout ; 
And  then  your  keen  surveying  eyes  regale 

With  those  same  fine  larg^  letters  on  the  cart 
Which  brought  thb  blasted  Mutton  here  for  sale." — 

Poor  Skinner  read,  and  read  it  with  a  start 

like  Hamlet  frighten'd  at  tus  Father's  Ghost, 
The  Alderman  stood  staring  like  a  Post : 
He  saw  G.  R.  inscribed,  in  handsome  lett^s. 
Which  proved  the  Sheep  belonged  unto  his  betters. 

The  Atdemuur  now  tum'd  to  deep  reflection ;  -   • 

And,  being  blest  with  proper  recollection, 
Exdaim'd:  "  IVe  made  a  great  mistake;  oht  sad : 
Tlie  Sheep  are  reaUy  not  so  bad. 
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*^  Dear  Mister  Robinson,  I  beg  your  pardon. 
Your  Job-like  patience  I've  borne  hard  on : 
Whoever  says  the  Mutton  is  not  good, 
Knows  nothing,  Mister  Robinson,  of  food. 

"  I  verily  believe  I  could  turn  glutton, 

On  such  neat,  wholesome,  pretty-looking  Mutton. 

Pray,  Mister  Robinson,  the  Mutton  sell. 

I  hope,  Sir,  that  his  Majesty  is  well." 

So  saying,  Mister  Robinson  he  quitted. 
With  Cherubimic  Smiles  and  placid  brows. 

For  such  embarrassing  occasions  fitted ; 
Adding  just  five  and  twenty  humble  Bows. 

To  work  went  Robinson  to  sell  the  Sheep ; 
But  people  would  not  buy,  except  dog-cheap* : 
At  length  tlie  Sheep  were  sold,  witliout  the  fleece ; 
And  brought  King  George  just  Half-a-crown  apiece. 


Now  for  the  other  saucy  lying  Story; 

Made,  one  would  think,  to  tarnish  Kingly  glory. 

•  Indeed  tbe  MattOD  cookl  be  sold  only  for  Dog*f  Me«t. 
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THE  KING  AND  PARSON  YOUNG. 


The  King  (God  Uess  him)  met  old  Parson  Toong 
Walking  on  Windsor  Terrace  one  fiur  morning : 

Ddi^tful  was  tbe  day,  the  scent  was  strong ; 
A  heavenly  day  for  howling  and  for  homing ; 

For  tearing  Farmers'  hedges  down,  halkxHngs, 

Shouts,  curses,  oaths,  and  such-like  pious  doings. 

•^  Young,"  cried  the  King,  "  d  ye  hunt,  d  ye  hunt  to-day  ? 
Yes,  yes :  what,  what?  yes,  yes :  fine  day,  fine  day." 

low  with  a  reverent  bow  the  Priest  replied, 
"  Great  King,  I  really  have  no  Horse  to  ride : 
Nothing,  O  Monarch,  but  my  fbunder'd  Mare ; 
And  she,  my  li^e,  as  blind  as  she  can  stare." — 

*' Xo  horse  P^rejoin'd  the  King:  "no  horse,  no  horse?*— 
'^  Indeed,*'  the  Parson  added,  '*  I  have  none : 

Nothing  but  poor  old  Dobbin  ;  who  of  course 
Is  dangerous,  being  blinder  than  a  Stone.** — 

""  Blind,  blind.  Young?  never  mind:  you  must,  must  go; 
Mast  hunt,  muflft  bunt.  Young.  Stay  behind  ?  no,  no.**-^ 
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What  pity  that  the  King,  in  his  discourse, 
Forgot  to  say,  "  I'll  lend  you.  Young,  a  horse ! 


n 


The  King  to  Young  behaving  thus  so  kind^ 
Whatever  the  danger,  and  howe'er  inclin  d, 

At  home  with  polUesse  Young  could  not  stay : 
So  up  his  Reverence  got  upon  the  mare ; 
Resolved  the  chase  with  Majesty  to  share, 

And  risk  the  dangers  of  the  day. 

Roused  was  the  Deer.    The  King  and  Parson  Young, 
Castor  and  Pollux  like,  rode  side  by  side ; 

When,  lo !  a  ditch  was  to  be  sprung : 

Over  leaped  George  the  Third  with  kingly  pride. 

Over  leaped  Tinker,  Towzer,  Rockwood,  Towler, 
Over  leaped  Mend-all,  Brushwood,  Jubal,  Jowler, 
Trimbush  and  Lightning,  Music,  Ranter,  Wonder, 
And  fifty  others  with  their  mouths  of  thunder ; 
Great  names,  whose  Pedigrees  so  fair 
With  those  of  Homer  s  Heroes  might  compare. 

Thus  gloriously  attended^  leaped  the  King ; 
By  all  those  Hounds  attended  with  a  spring : 
Not  Cesar's  self  a  fiercer  look  put  on. 
When  with  his  Host  he  pass'd  the  Rubicoa. 
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But  wayward  Fate  the  Parson's  palfry  humbled. 

And  gave  the  Mare  a  sudden  check ; 
Unfortunately,  poor  blind  Dobbin  stumbled, 

And  broke  his  Reverence's  neck. 

The  Monarch,  gaping,  with  amaze  look'd  round 

Upon  his  dead  Companion  on  the  ground. 
"  What,  what  ?  "  he  cried,  "  Young  dead  ?  Young  dead, 

Young  dead? 
Humph !  take  him  up,  and  put  him  home  to  bed.** 

Thus  having  finished,  with  a  cheerful  face 
Nimrod  the  Second  joined  the  jovial  chase. 


A  MORAL  REFLECTION. 

Fools  would  have  stopped  when  Parson  Young  was  kill'd. 
And  given  up  every  thought  of  Hound  and  Deer; 

And  with  a  weakness,  calFd  Compassion,  fiird. 
Had  tum'd  Samaritan,  and  dropped  a  tear. 

But  better  far  the  Royal  Sportsman  knew : 
He  guess'd  the  consequence,  beyond  a  doubt ; 

Full  well  he  guess'd  he  should  not  have  a  view. 
And  that  he  should  be  shamefully  thrown  out. 

VOL.  II.  i> 


94  PBTEn'S  FEIItlON. 

Perhapt  from  the  Roy«l  ^f^  a  tea?  m^lliw^p ; 
Yet  Pages  swear  tfaty  Mver  smit>  il  drop^ 

But  Majesty  may  say :  "  What,  what,  what*s  death  ? 
Nought,  nought,  nought  but  a  little  loss  of  breath.** 

To  Parson  Young  'twas  marey  Vm  very  clear  r 
He  lost  by  death  some  hundred  pounds  a  year. 

A  CHEAT  deal,  my  dear  Liege,  depends 

On  having  clever  Bards  for  Friends. 

What  had  AcbyyUea  beea  witbiwt  fafis  Homer  ?      ^ 

A  taylor,  wQoUen*dnper,  ot  a,  comber : 

Fellows  that  have  been  dead  a  hundred  year, 

None  but  the  Lord  knows  how  or  where. 

In  Poetry's  rich  grass  how  Virtues  thrhe ! 
Some,  when  put  in,  so  lean,  seem  scarce  alive ; 
And  yet,  so  speedily  a  bulk  obtain, 
That  even  their  owners  know  them  not  again. 

Could  jfoy,  mdkG^  b»ve  gained  my  Muse  oC  fire,^ 
Great  would  your  luck  have  been  indeed,  Great  Sire 

Then  had  I  prais^l  yow  nobleness  of  npirit; 
Then  had  I  boasted  Aat  My^etf, 
Might  Peter,  was  the  first  blest  tunefa)  «lf 

You  ever  gave  a  fartfmig  to  for  merit. 


ThoQ^  money  be  &  pfetty  Um^  tool. 
Of  mammoay  lo!  I  ftCorti  to  be  the  fool: 
If  FcHtune  calls,  she's  weloMte  fo  nfy  cot. 
Whether  she  feavM  a  Gwoea  or  a  Groat ; 
Whether  she  brings  me  from  the  butdier  s  shc^ 
The  whole  Sheep,  or  a  simple  Chop. 

For,  lo !  like  Andrew  ^larvel  I  can  dine. 
And  deem  a  MnfUm-bone  extremdy  fine : 
Then,  Sir,  how  difficult  the  task  yon  see^ 
To  kibe  a  moderate  Gentleman  like  me. 

I  will  nbC  swear,  pk>int  blank,  I  shall  not  alter : 
A  Saint  (my  namesake)  era  was  known  to  fidter. 

Nay  more :  some  clever  hmo  io  Oppoation, 
Whose  souls  did  really  seem  in  good  amdition ; 

Who  made  of  Pitt  suCh  horrible  c6mplaint. 
And  damn*d  Mm  hr  the  worst  of  knaves ; 
AlterM  their  minds ;  became  Pitt*s  abject  daves. 

And  published  their  new  Patron  for  a  Scint. 

And  whe  jb  there  that  may  not  change  his  mmd? 
Where  can  you  folks  of  that  description  find 
Who  will  not  seH  tiieir  Souk  for  Cash, 

9 

That  most  angdk  SaboUc  trash? 
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E'en  grave  Divines  submit  to  glittering  Gold ; 
The  best  of  consciences  are  bought  and  sold : 
As  in  a  Tale  I'll  show,  most  edifying, 
And  prove  to  all  the  World  that  I'm  not  lying. 


THE  PARSON, 
THE  SQUIRE,  AND  THE  SPANIEL. 

A    TALE. 

A  Gextlemax  possessed  a  favourite  Spaniel, 
That  never  treated  maid  nor  man  ill : 
This  Dog,  of  whom  we  cannot  too  much  say. 
Got  from  his  Godfather  the  name  of  Tray. 

After  ten  years  of  service  just, 

Tray,  like  the  race  of  Mortals,  sought  the  dust ; 

That  is  to  say,  the  Spaniel  died  : 
A  coffin  then  was  order'd  to  be  made, 
The  Dog  was  in  the  church-yard  laid. 

And  o'er  his  pale  Remains  the  Master  cried. 

Lamenting  much  his  trusty  fur-clad  Friend, 
And  willing  to  commemorate  his  end, 


\     t  . 
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He  rais'd  a  small  blue  Stone,  justafterburial,     - 
And,  weeping,  wrote  on  it  this  ^meet  Memorial : 

Tray's  Epitaph./      ;    '  '    - 

^*  Here  rest  the  Relics  of  a  Friend  below, 

^*  Blest  with  more  sense  than  half  the  folks  I  know : 

^*  Fond  of  his  ease,  and  to  no  parties  prone, 

"  He  damn'd  no  sect,  but  calmly  gnaw'd  his  bone ; 

"  Perfofm'd  his  functions  well  in  every  way. 

'*  Blush,  Christians,  if  you  can,  and  copy  Tray." 

The  Curate  of  the  Huntingdonian  Band — 
(Rare  breed  of  Gospel  Hawks  that  scour  the  land^ 
And  fierce  on  Sins  their  quarry  fall, 
Those  Locusts  that  would  eat  us  all : 

Men  who,  with  new-invented  patent  eyes^ 
See  Heaven,  and  all  the  Angels  in  the .  skies ; 
As  plain  as,  in  the  Box  of  Showman  Swiss, 
For  little  Master  made,  and  curious  Miss, 
We  see  with  huge  delight  the  King  of  France 
With  all  his  Lords  and  Ladies  dance) — 

This  Curate  heard  th'  affair  with  deep  emotion. 
And  thus  exclaim'd,  with  infinite  devotion : 
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"OLordI  OLord!  OLord!  Oliord! 
Fine  doiog^  these,  upoft  my  yford ! 

**  This  truly  is  a  very  pretty  thing ! 

What  will  become  of  thb  most  shocldpg  WorW  ? 
How  richly  such  a  rogue  deserves  to  swin^ 

And  then  to  Satan's  hottest  flames  be  hMrl'd ! 

'*  Oh !  by  this  damned  deed  how  I  am  flurried ! 
A  Dog  in  Christian  ground  be  buricdi 

And  have  an  Epitaph  forsooth  so  civil  I 
Egad !  Old  Maids  will  presently  be  found 
Clapping  their  dead  Ram  Cats  ii|  holy  j^oqnd, 

And  writing  Verses  on  each  mousip|;  Devil"* 

Against  such  future  casualty  providing. 

The  Priest  set  oflf,  like  Homer*s  Neptune  striding 

Vowing  to  put  the  Culprit  in  the  Court 
He  found  him  at  the  Spaniel's  humble  grave ; 
Not  praying,  no,  nor  singing  of  a  stave  ; 

And  thus  began  t'  abuse  him,  not  cvhort : 

**  Son  of  the  Devil,  what  hast  thou  dao«  ? 
Nought  for  the  action  can  atone. 


I  should  not  urooder  if  tht  great  Ail^wise 
Quick  darted  down  im  lightning  ali  so  i>ed, 
And  dashed  to  earth  that  watched  head 

Which-darid  M  foul^  so  tiaae  an  act  devke. 

*'  Bury  a  Dog  likt  CfatMtian  folk ! 

None  but  the  Fiend  of  Darkness  could  provoke 

A  man  to  perpetrate  a  deed  so  odd  : 
Our  Inquisition  soon  the  tale  shall  hear, 
And  quickly  your  fine  fleece  shall  shear. 

Why,  such  a  Villain  can^t  believe  in  God.** — 

^  Softly,  my  reverend  Sir,**  the  Squife  ref^ed : 
**  Tray  was  as  good  a  t>og  as  ever  died ; 

No  education  could  his  morals  mend. 
And  (wliat  perhaps,  Sir,  you  may  doubt) 
Before  his  lamp  of  life  went  out, 

He  ordered  you  a  Legacy^  my  Friend."— 

"  Did  he?  poor  Dcg !"  the  sqften'd  Priest  rejoin'd, 
In  accents  pitiful  and  kind ; 

"  What !  was  it  Tray  ?  I  m  sorry  for  poor  Tray : 
Why  truly.  Dogs  of  such^rare  merit, 

Such  rod  nobleness  of  spirit, 

•  ^^ 

Sbooki  O0C  lik»  cMMom  Dogi  ike  pyt  Awsy« 
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"  Well ;  pray  what  was  it  that  he  gave, 
Poor  fellow !  ere  he  sought  the  grave? 

I  guess  I  may  put  confidence,  Sir,  in  ye." — 
"  A  piece,  of  gold,"  the  Gentleman  replied." — 
"  I'm  much  obliged  to  TV^ry,"  the  Parson  crieii ; 

So  left  Gad*s  causCy  and  pocketed  the  gmnea. 


Yet  should  I  imitate  the  fickle  Wind, 

Or  Mister  patriot  Eden, — change  my  mind ; 

And  for  the  Bard  your  Majesty  should  send. 

And  say,  "  Well  well,  well  well,  my  tuneful  friend, 

I  long,  I  long,  to  give  you  something,  Peter : 

You  make  fine  Verses,  nothing  can  be  sweeter. 

What  will  you  have  ?  what,  what  ?  speak  out,  speak  ouL 

Yes,  yes,  you  something  want,  no  doubt,  no  doubt:" — 

Or  should  you,  like  some  men  who  gravely  preach, 

Forsake  your  usual  short-hand  mode  of  speedi, 

And  thus  begin,  in  Bible-phrase  sublime ; 

"  What  shall  be  done  for  our  rare  Son  of  Rhyme, 

The  Bard  who  full  of  Wisdom  writeth. 

The  man  in  whom  the  King  delighteth?'* 

Then  would  the  Poet  thankfully  reply. 

With  faltering  voice,  low  bow,  and  marveling  eye, 
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All  meekness ;  such  a  simple,  dove-like  thing ! 
'^  Blest  be  the  Bard  who  verses  can  indite. 
To  yield  a  second  Solomon  delight ! 

Thrice-blest,  who  findeth  favour  with  the  King ! 

*^  Since  'tis  the  Royal  will  to  give  the  Bard 
In  whom  the  King  delighteth,  some  reward, 
Some  mark  of  Royal  bounty  to  requite  him ; 
O  King !  do  any  thing  but  knight  him.^' 


PETER'S   PROPHECY, 


OH   THB 


PRESIDENT  AND  POET, 

OR 

AN  IMPORTANT  EPISTLE  TO  SIR  JOSEPH  BANKS 

ON  TBI 

APPROACHINQ  ELECTION 

OP  A 

PRESIDENT  OF  THE  ROYAL  SOCIETY. 


TVot  RutUMtvefiud,  imUo'diMcrimine  luMm. 

ViROIL* 

Rahx  is  a  farce :  if  people  Foob  will  be, 
A  ScayeDger  and  Kinf^i  die  same  to  tae. 


"  La  Sod^tft  Royale  de  Londres  fbt  fbnnie  en  1660,  six  ans  avast  notre  Aa^ 
dtoie  des  Sdencet.  Elle  n*a  point  de  recompenses  comme  la  n6tre;  mail 
aoBsi  eOe  est  libre.  Point  de  ces  distinctions  dtegrtebles,  ioTent^es  par  P Abb4 
Bigvoi^  qm  distriboa  FAcadteie  des  Sciences  en  Savons  qo'on  payait,  et  en 
Hoooraires  qm  n^^toient  pas  Ssnmt.  La  Soci^t^  de  Londres,  independante, 
et  n'^tant  encoorag^  que  par  elle-mteie,  a  ^t^  compost  de  si^ets  qui  ont 
tTMrf^  le  Calcol  de  PInfini,  les  Lois  de  la  Lnmidre,  celles  de  Pesanteor,  PAber- 
latioii  des  Etoika,  le  T^l^scope  de  Reflexion,  la  Porape  i  Fen,  le  Microscope 
Maire,  et  beancoap  d'tatres  inventions  anssi  utiles  qn'admirables.  Qn*amwent 
ttt  da  phis  ces  Grands  Hommes  s'ils  avaient  ^t^  Pensionnaires  ooHonoraires^ 

VoLTAiHB  far  la  SociHi  RoffdU. 


THE  ARGUMENT. 

A  mblime  and  poetical  Exordium,  in  which  the  Bard  appUmdeth  Htmaelfy 
.eondemneth  his  Soverei«^  and  condescendeth  to  imtract  Sir  Joseph  Baidu, 
F.  R.  S.^Anecdote  of  Jnlins  Cesar  and  a  Conjnror— Peter  dwelleth  with 
mnch  Sokmnity  on  the  f  loomy  Month  of  NoTcmber,  and  compareth  Sir  Jo- 
seph Banks  to  Jopiter  and  Mr.  Sqoib— Asketh  shrewd  Qaestions—Sir'Josepfa 
comprehendeth  their  sage  Meaning^,  and  flieth  into  a  Passion;  and  boastfeth 
bow  be  rerengeth  himself  on  the  Fon  the  World  eiqoyeth  at  his  Expense— 
Sv  Joseph  animadverteth  wisely  on  a  FMl  from  the  Presidency,  to  the  State 
of  a  sfanple  Fellow;  obliquely  and  nobly  hinting  at  a  few  Trait$  of  his  own 
Character— Peter  replieth  with  good  Advice,  exhibiting  at  the  same  Time 
acute  Knowledge  of  the  sexual  System  in  Botanical  Affidrs— Sir  Joseph  re- 
fnseth  Peter's  Coonsel— Peter  mentioneth  Men  of  Science  whom  Sir  Joseph 
scometh— Sir  Joseph  letteth  the  Cat  out  of  the  Bag ;  and  showeth  Principles 
inimical  to  the  Cause  of  true  Philosophy,  by  wishing  to  make  great  Men  Fel- 
lows, instead  of  wise  Men— Peter  moraliaeth  with  Profundity;  and  flappeth 
the  Bugs  of  Fortune  for  daring,  on  Account  of  their  Mammon,  to  place 
themsehres  on  a  Level  with  Genius— Sir  Joseph  maketh  more  Discovery  of 
his  Disposition,  by  abusing  Painting,  Poetry,  and  Music;  and  wisheth  to 
tread  in  the  Steps  of  his  Sovereign— Peter  illnstniteth  the  President's  Mode 
of  eatching  at  an  Argument,  by  a  beautiful  Spider-Simile— Sn*  Joseph  boisst- 
eth  of  his  Tea  and  Toast  Weapons- Peter  animadverteth  vritii  his  usual  Wis- 
dom on  the  miraculous  Powers  of  Meat,  when  applied  to  a  hungry  Stomach 
—Sir  Joseph  findetli  out  a  new  Road  to  the  Heart— Boasteth  of  Royal  Favour 
—Peter  smileth  at  it,  and  frighteneth  Sir  Joseph— Shr  Joseph  inquireth  the 
World's  Opinion  of  Himself— Peter  giveth  it  vnthout  Ceremony— Sir  Joseph 
cnneth— Peter  prayeth  him  to  be  quiet,  proceedeth,  and  telleth  terrible 
Thing»-Sir  Joseph  sweareth— praiseth  Himself— Peter  answereth— Sir  Jo- 
seph pniseth  Himself  again,  for  his  being  able  to  lead  great  Folks  by  the 
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Kot€;  and  braflrS^Ui  of  Royal  Wliispere- Peter  gneaseth  at  the  Royal  Whb- 
pen,  and  expresseth  Pleasure  thereat— Agpaiu  boasteth  the  President  of  what 
he  can  do— Peter  solemnly  smileth,  in  a  snperb  Simile  taken  firom  Wild  Beaita 
—Sir  Joseph  Taonteth  on  his  great  Acquaintance  with  Vegetables  and  Moo- 
keya- Peter  acquiesccth  iahiv  Bfonkty  WMam,  but  denieth  its  Importance; 
and  tnmeth  Butter6y  and  Egg  Knowledges  over  to  idle  Old  Makb— Peter 
■ckMwMgath  the  MmU  •f  Indian,  Booby,  and  Noddy  killings  Liwd, 
B^  fcanry-graas  mmI  Lndy>unock  Huatiig^  yet  diffenth  wHk  Sir  JoMph 
at  la  Iba  Idea  of  iU  I»pof«anca--Tha  Pvesideot  sgain  bMtt«tb-^P«terio- 
leflMly  lepUath,  and  telUtb  alnnge  Mattasa  of  Sir  WiUkii  HirtUaa   Sir 
JttMfls  bnakeli^  om  violently,  and  wilii  aa  Air  af  l>afiMRa,  00  the  Siriigect 
af  Ml.  Harsdwi— Peter  arqaicacetb,  in  soaM*  Meamre,  cm  the  Mt»ilgaf  Mr* 
liacMbel;  and  praphasietk  aioKa  Diieavenea  by  thiS'MtoOBoaMr  than  aimck 
tke  Iwaginafina  af  Sir  Jasaplh-Peter  prophesieth  af  the  ftHora  GnHldear  of 
Chett«BhaB,by  Bfteanaof  XiUa  to  supply  the  urtat  Flajgaf  PaaptawkftPa- 
fv-Pater  fiiPalb  ntmn  Glory  to  Mr^  HenchalTs  GUm  than  ta  Mr.  Hkmdtttt 
iltnd--6ir  Joaapir  urowatb  abuiipira- Pater  pr«pir«y  f«plia«ll-8ir  iaaeph  agaio 
tiEiampliatb-*Paier  c«*toth  faiai  dawn  for  hia  Land  a»hirGrBea#f  Bfaribo- 
laanMt  ^y  glwsp  IMscavaries^  and  John  Hanoi's  Sotpa  aMd  PhaflHirti-«Sir 
Joiaph  phunalb  hiaualf  a»  I^r.  Bli«dc»-9aler  ptaiiath  Jt^.  Bhgiaa   flir 
Jaaapk  praisaib  Sir  BeiganiA  Tbaan^oD^  Lird  MtlgMv^aad  Ike  iiiwiaBi 
ipg  Quakar  Dr.  LatUam;  BMraorar  pMiaith  fta  DaelbiV  Hobiybaiae, 
MaBfal  Wonal,  tdim  Wartaal<-SiF  Jaaepb  inqaircMfr  tAe  Mcrila  af  Mr.  An- 
bart,  tha  Silkmaa-  Peter  smilelb,  and  Mif«r«reli»wiMily^ir  Jomfh  ittiataleth 
about  Mr.  Dainea  Dasriiif  tan-Petar  aaswerelb  in  lika  Mannev-^Sir  liaaph% 
Ira  bailaib  arei^Peter  hmflKdi-Petar  oomeAii  to  the  Poiat;  nd  teBath 
tha  President  io  plaia  TaiVM  thai  he  maat  dapeod  oa  Iha  aiaiip  mara 
«M»aiaaBiag  oar  aiost gaacioa» Kiag— !^  Ja«>pi  excffanaMth  witb  hia 
ValKMO^  aad  taneth  tha  letotehigr  Meaibtia  with  Ittgnrtitada;  add  flieth 
to  Msai  and  D*uA  for  hia  future  5tfppor«a^»^Pot9r  pnltotik  Meat  ia#IMiik» 
yatittiiatetb  on  Lte  Tnitb  af  an  iat#nded  ll€beni«»-Sir  Joaaph,  ill  aSlMlb  df 
Paapoadeaty,  lookelh  tothe  Lord  for  Sdppora-'Peler  gketh  hfln  aa^  Wkfpm 
froaa  tkU  (iiiartoi^Sv  Joseph^  in  »  Tygeiv4k«  Manaar,  bteAatlf  a«#  bito 
Bafe  and  Baattini-  Petar  acknawiadgath  his  lit^km^  lot  Mnviair  tha 
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Pkeaideiit  of  their  Insufficiency— Sir  Joseph  yowetfa  to  pfa^  the  Detil— Peter 
exaltetfa  Sir  Joseph's  intended  Mameavre,  by  a  Comparison  of  a  Mirada 
frequently  worked  in  Popish  Countries  on  Rats  and  Grasshoppers— Peter 
ftHl  harpedi  on  the  old  String  of  mimdhing  more— Sir  Joseph  addncetfa  wmt 
Instances  of  Merit,  sach  as  eating  Matters  that  woold  make  a  Hottentot 
▼omit— Peter  admowledgeth  Sir  Joseph's  uncommon  Stomach -Powen, 
and  Triumphs  over  Reptiles;  but  with  Obstinacy  insisteth  upon  it  thai 
§9meikiMff  more  must  be  achieYed— The  President,  upon  this,  most  wickedly^ 
yet  most  heroically,  declareth  that  he  will  then  swallow  an  Alligator-Peter 
dissuadeth  Sir  Joseph,  like  a  Friend,  from  his  bold  Intentkni,  and  recooi* 
aendetfa  a  Meal  of  a  MtUo*  Quality. 
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The  Bard  who,  fillM  mthjriendskip^s  purest  fire^ 
Tuned  to  a  mighty  King  the  moral  Lyre ; 
With  all  the  magic  of  the  Muse*s  art, 
Smiled  at  his  foibles  and  enlarged  his  heart* : 
Ungrateful  Prince,  like  most  of  modem  times. 
Who  never  thanked  the  Poet  for  his  Rhymes ! — 
The  Bard  with  wisdom's  voice  sublimely  strong. 
Who  scared  the  Maids  of  Honour  with  his  song, 
Tum'd  Courtiers  pale,  and  tum'd  to  silent  wonder 
Ambassadors,  at  Truth's  deep  tone  of  thunder ; 
Who  in  tieir  country  (such  a  timid  thing !) 
Was  never  known  to  whisper  to  a  King  :•— 
The  Bard  who  dared  undaunted  thus  to  towV, 
And  boldly  Oracles  to  Princes  pour, 
Stoops  from  thQ  senith  of  bis  Eagle  flight 
To  give  ioatr^tion;  to  a  simple  Knight 

* 

*  Yeritf  tlie  Lyric  Bard  hath  cause  of  triumph:  by  means  of  a  few  hinUf 
Iht  dose  fist  sffRoyi^  Economy  hath  been  a  KMIemiclenched.  By  God's  |^ace« 
md  te  Poef  s  good  health,  greattr  thiugi  are  likely  to  be  accomplished.  Sncli 
titefowerofSoiif! 

TOL.  II.  S 


L:^«  . 
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To  Cesar,  who  th'  advice  with  scorn  repaid, 
"  Beware  the  ides  of  March,"  a  Conjuror  said. 
More  reverenced  let  a  greater  Conjuror  say, 
"  Beware,  Shr  Joseph  Banks,  Saint  Andrew's  day." 
Near  is  the  gloomy  month,  and  gloomy  hour. 
When  of  your  plumage  stripp'd,  and  favourite  pow' 
You  quit  that  Mace  and  pompous  Chair  of  State, 
And  cease.  Lord  Paramount  of  Moth  Debate, 
That  awe-inspiring  hammered  fist  to  rear. 
Like  sceptred  Jove,  and  Squib  the  Auctioneer. 

Sir  Joseph. 

Well,  what's  November's  gloomy  month  or  hour^ 
The  day  which  ravishes,  restores  my  powV. 

Peter. 

Perchance.  Ambition  may  be  doom'd  to  mourn  : 
Perchance  your  honours  may  no  more  return. 
Think  wljat  a  host  of  Enemies  you  make  : 
What  feeling  mind  would  be  a  Bull  at  Stake ; 
Pinch 'd  by  this  Mongrel,  by  that  Mastiff  torn  ? 
Who'd  make  a  feast  to  treat  the  Public  Scorn  ? 
Who'd  be  a  Bear  that  grasps  his  Club  with  pride, 
With  which  bis  dancing-inaster  drubs  his  hide  ? 

•  Od  the  Mh  of  November  tlie  Preskieiit  it  aDninny  elected. 


'1 
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None,  dear  Sir  Joseph^  but  the  arrant'st  fool, 
Turns  Butt  to  catch  the  Shafts  of  Ridicule. 

Sir  Joseph. 

* 

Your  meanings  Friend,  I  easily  divine. 

Peter. 
Yes,  quit  for  life  the  Chair ;  resign,  resign. 

Sir  JosElPH. 
No :  with  contempt  the  grinning  World  I  see, 

« 

And  always  laugh  at  those  who  laugh  at  me. 

Peter. 

To  steal  a  point  then,  may  I  never  thrive 
But  you  must  be  the  merriest  man  alive. 

Sir  Joseph. 

Good :  but,  my  Friend,  'twould  be  a  black  November, 
To  lose  the  Chair,  and  sneak  a  vulgar  Member ; 
Sit  on  a  bench  mumchance  without  my  Hat*, 
Sunk  from  a  Lion  to  a  tame  Tom  Cat :     1 
Just  like  a  Schoolboy  trembling  o'er  his  book; 
Afraid  to  move,  or  speak,  or  think,  or  look, 

*  Tbe  Presdent  always  wean  his  Hat. 

E  2 
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When  MLiler  fre^idfiaty  ^tb  Mn^feii^  luuv 
Vouchsafes  ta  grumble  '^  Silieiioe^  -  fironi  the  Ch»i^ 

Peter. 

All  this  is  mortifying,  to  be  sure ; 
And  more  than  flesh  and  blood;  can  well  endure. 
Then  to  your  Turnip-fields  in  peace  retire ; 
Return,  like  Cincinnatus,  Country  Squire : 
Go  with  your  wisdom^  9f}4  Vf^^f^  the  Boors 
With  apple-tre?^  imd  s^b»  and  ftower  ofnours  ; 
And  tell  them  f^l^  with  wide-piputhed  wonder  big^ 
How  Gnats  can  make  a  Cuckold  of  a  Fig*. 
Form  fly-clubs,  shell-clubs,  weed-clubs  if  you  please, 
And  proudly  re^  the  President  of  the^. 
Go,  and  with  periwinkle  wisdkHn  chiirm ; 
With  loves  of  lobsters,  oysters,  crabs,  alarm ; 
And  tell  them  how,  like  ourSy  the  Females,  woo'd 
By  kissing,  people  all  the  Realms  of  Mud. 
ThuSj  thou^  proud  LoadoQ  dares  refuse  you  fame, 
The  towqs  of  Lincolnshire  shall  raise  your  naoEie ; 
Knock  down  the  Bear,  and  Bull,  and  Calf,  and  Kiag^ 
And  bid  Sir  Joseph  on  their  Sign*|^>osts  swing. 

*  See  tbe  natnnd  hbtory  of  Uie  Fig^. 
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Sir  Jo^epIi. 

No ;  since  FVe  fedriy  tobuhted  fbrtuhe's  ftttet, 
Till  Fate  shall  trh6p  my  haJid*  t>^  V\\  h6\d  fesi 

Peter. 

And  yet,  Sir  Joseph,  Fame  reports  you  stole 
To  Forttmie's  li^ast  tiiroiigli  thfe  tubbW-ho^i 
Think  of  the  men  whom  Sciehee  so  tevferts ; 
Horsley  and  Wilson,  Maskelyne,  Masef^d, 
Landen  and  Hornsby,  Atwbbci,  Glenife,  ttultOii^ — 

Sift  Jo^Ei^fi. 

Blockheads,  fof  whom  t  do  not  eare  a  butioii ; 
Fools,  who  to  Mathehfiieitics  would  confifi6  tld, 
And  bother  all  our  eafs  with  "plus  and  fhifius. 

Peter. 

No  more  they  search  the  philosophic  mine, 
To  bid  the  Journals  with  their  labours  shine ; 
And  yield  a  glorious  splendour  to  the  page, 
Such  as  when  Newton,  Halley,  graced  the  age. 
Retired,  those  Members  notv  behold  with  sighs 
The  Dome,  like  Egypt,  swarm  with  frogs  and  flitt ; 

*  A  pari  of  the  Ship  wdMcBown  to  seamen. 


i" 
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And  youj  the  Pharaoh  too  without  remorse, 
The  stubborn  parent  of  the  Reptile  Curse : 
See  Wisdom  yield  to  Folly's  rude  control ; 
Jove's  Eagle  murder'd  by  a  mousing  Owl  *. 

Sir  Joseph. 

Poh,  poh !  my  friend ;  I've  Star-gazers  enough  ; 
I  now  look  round  for  different  kind  of  stuff. 
Besides,  untitled  Members  are  mere  Swine  ; 
I  wish  for  Princes  on  my  list  to  shine : 
I'll  have  a  company  of  Stars  and  Strings ; 
I'll  have  a  proud  Society  of  Kings. 
I'll  have  no  miserable  squeal  Tomtit, 
While  Fortune  offers  Pheasants  to  my  spit. 
For  me,  the  Devil  may  take  a  nameless  fry : 
No  Sprats,  no  Sprats,  while  Whales  can  feast  my  eye. 

Peter. 

Thus  on  a  stall,  amidst  a  Country  Fair, 
Old  women  show  of  Gingerbread  their  ware : 
King  David  and  Queen  Bathsheba  behold. 
Strut  from  their  dough  majestic,  graced  with  gold ; 
King  Solomon  so  great,  in  all  his  glory; 
The  Queen  of  Sheba  too,  renown'd  in  story. 

*  Vide  Sl»ktpe«re. 
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The  Grannies  these  display  with  doting  eyes ; 
Delighted  see  them  all  the  Louts  surprise ; 
While  no  poor  baked  Plebeian^  great  or  smidl, 
Dares  shows  his  sneaking  nose  upon  the  stall. 

Sir  Joseph,  do  not  fancy  that  by  fate 
Great  wisdom  goes  with  titles  and  estate. 
I  grant  that  pride  and  insolence  appear 
Where  purblind  Fortune  thousands  gives  a  year. 
Too  many  of  Fortune's  insects  have  I  seen, 
Proud  of  some  little  name,  with  scornful  mien, 
High  o'er  the  head  of  modest  Genius  rise, 
Pert,  foppish,  whiffling,  fluttering  butterflies ; 
Weak  imps,  on  whom  their  Planets  all  so  kind, 
In  pity  to  their  poverty  of  mind. 
Around  them  treasure  bountifully  shed, 
Convinced  the  fools  would  want  a  bit  of  bread. 

Sir  Joseph. 

Since  truth  must  out,  then  know,  my  biting  friend, 
Philosophers  my  soul  with  horror  rend. 
Whene'er  their  mouths  are  open'd,  I  am  mum : 
Plague  take  'em,  should  a  President  be  dumb  f 
I  loath  the  Arts ;  the  universe  may  know  it : 
I  hate  a  Painter,  and  I  hate  a  Poet; 
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To  these  two  ears,  a  Dear  March^si  growU ; 

Mara  and  BiUington,  a  brace  of  Owls« 

To  circles  of  pure  ignorance  conduct  me : 

I  hate  the  company  that  can  instruct  me. 

I  wish  to  imitate  my  King,  so  nice; 

Great  Prince,  who  ne'er  was  known  to  take  adoict; 

Who  keeps  no  company  (delightful  plan !) 

That  dares  be  wiser  than  himself,  good  man ! 

Peter. 

In  troth,  Sir  Joseph,  I  have  often  seen  ye 
Look  in  debate  a  little  like  a  Ninny, 
Struggling  to  grasp  the  sense  with  mouth,  handi»  ^J^ 
And  with  the  philosophic  speaker  rise : 
Just  like  a  Spider  brush'd  by  Susan's  broom. 
That  tries  to  ckiw  its  thread,  and  mount  the  room^ 
Poor  sprawling  reptile  1  but,  with  humbled  air. 
Condemned  to  sneak  away  behind  a  chair. 

Sir  Joseph. 

Still  to  the  point :  a  rout  let  FeUaas  make ; 
My  power  is  too  well  fix'd  for  such  to  shake ; 
My  sure  artillery  hath  o  ercome  a  host. 

Peter. 
I  own  the  great,  past/mrer^  of  ita  and  tcfast : 


PETER'S  PROPHECY.  6J 

VmiMffit  <i  Cbfur,  ib  the  iieroest  fray ; 
Turtle^  an  Alexanitr  in  ks  way ; 
And  then,  in  quarrels  of  a  slighter  ntitute, 
Muttons  a  most  successfui  Mediator. 
So  much  superior  is  the  Stomach's  smart, 
To  all  the  vaonted  horrors  of  the  Heart  ( 
E'en  Love,  who  oitsxk  taiumpfas  in  his  grief, 
Hath  ceas'd  to  feed  da  Sighs,  to  feed  on  fieei 

Sir  Joseph. 

Yes,  yes,  my  friend ;  my  Tea  and  butter'd  Rolls 
Have  found  an  easy  pass  to  people's  souls : 
My  well-timed  Dinners  certain  foUis  revere^ 
Have  left  this  easy  bosom  nought  td  fear. 
The  turnpike-road  to  people*^  Hearts,  I  fiqd^ 
lies  ti^oligh  theup  Guts,  or  I  mistdJce  mankihd. 
Besides,  while  thus  I  boast  my  Sovereign's  smile, 
Let  Ragamuffins  rage,  and  Rogues  revile. 

P£T£R« 

Alas,  Sir  Joseph  I  grant  the  King  you  please, 
Which  every  Courtiet's  eye  with  envy  sees ; 
A  glorious  thing  too,  no  man  can  deny  it^ 
Though  no  man  ever  got  a  sixpence  by  it ; 
Yet,  of  our  Ititky  island  certain  Kings, 
Far  from  o/mighty,  are  aot  mighty  things : 
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And,  though  with  many  a  Wren  you  make  him  hlesi, 

And  many  a  Tomtit's  Egg  and  Tomtit's  Nest ; 

And  many  a  Monkey  stuff 'd  to  make  him  grin, 

And  many  a  Flea  and  Beetle  on  a  Pin ; 

And  promise  (to  cajole  the  Royal  mind) 

To  make  his  butcher  Member,  and  his  hind; 

It  is  not  he,  with  Polyphemus  stare, 

And  stem  command,  perpetuates  the  Chair. 

I  know  that  disaffection  taints  the  Throng, 

And  know  the  World  is  lavish  in  its  tongue. 

Sir  Joseph. 

Ah !  tell  me  fairly,  without  more  delay, 
fFhat  'tis  the  blackguard  World  hath  dared  to  say : 
Perhaps  a  pretty  Devil  Fm  portrayed ; 
The  World's  free  Brush  deals  danmably  in  shade. 

Peter. 

Thus  then :  '^  How  dares  that  man  his  carcase  squat. 
Bold  in  the  sacred  Chair  where  Newton  sat ; 
Whose  eye  could  Nature's  darkest  veil  pervade, 
And  Sun-like  view  the  solitary  Maid ; 
Pursue  the  Wanderer  through  each  secret  maze. 
And  on  her  labours  dart  a  noontide  Blaze  ? 
When  to  the  Chair  Banks  forced  his  bold  ascent, 
He  crawl'd  a  Bug  upon  the  Monument" 
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Sir  Joseph. 
Curse  them ! 

Peter. 

Have  patience,  dear  Sir  Joseph,  pray : 
I  have  not  mentioned  half  the  people  say. 
Thus  then  again :  "  He  beats  the  Bears,  so  rude, 
With  Bull-dog  aspect,  and  with  Brains  of  Mud : 
His  Words,  like  Stones  for  pavements,  make  us  start, 
Rude,  roughly  rumbling,  tumbling  from  the  cart ; 
Who  for  importance  all  his  lungs  employs. 
And  think  that  Words,  like  Drums,  were  made  fornoise : — 
A  fellow  so  unqualified  to  shine. 
Who  never  to  the  Journals  gave  a  line ; 
But  into  Sweden  cast  a  Fox-like  look. 
And  caught  Goose  Dryander  to  write  his  Book*. 
Such  is  the  mania  for  the  claps  of  fistme. 
So  sought  by  many  a  Squire  and  gentle  Dame, 
Resembling  Beggars  that  on  alms,  grow  fistt ; 
Who,  if  too  weak  themselves  to  make  a  Brat, 
Buy  Children  up  to  melt  the  Traveller's  eye. 
And  from  his  pocket  call  the  charity. 

*  A  most  pompoof  birth  in  the  Botmical  wiyis  to  make  itsappeanmce  toon: 
fir  Joteph  the  repated/clAcr;  tiioogh  Jonas  Dryander,  the  Swede, 
l»y,  begeU  it. 
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"  Through  kivi,  each  Trifle-hunter  that  can  bring 
A  grub,  a  weed,  a  moth,  a  beetle's  wing, 
Shall  to  a  Fellaivs  dignity  succeed ; 
Witness  Lord  Chatham  and  his  Piss-abed* ! 
How  had  he  powers  to  muster  up  the  face 
To  ask  a  President's  important  place  ? 
How  with  a  matchless  insolence  to  dare 
Abuse  and  jostle  Pringle  from  the  chair  f  ? 

*  VuXgmiif  ctDed  Dmtddkm.  Something  of  this  kind  (a  most  wondetlid 
•pedes!)  was  presented  by  the  eldest-born  of  the  great  JPitt,  fbr  yMiA  hm  vaa 
created  F.H.& 

t  AbMt  the  ydv  1779,  Coadaeton  nv^re  Ordered  to  be  pNicefl  nieir  Ml  otr 
Magaanes,  to  secare  them  from  the  effects  of  Liglitning.  A  Qnettioii  tfaea 
arose,  which  would  best  sacceed,  hluni  or  pointed  Conductors,   dir  Jolm  ISiagVc, 

■illiil iTfi  [iiin  iif  nirlmiitji  iitiii  ilf  milnlnii,  si  Imli  ill  km TTi  rrtMiH^ 

that  potiiis  were  preferable :  Sir  Joaeph  Banks  and  hU  party  roared  UmSij  Har 
tfie  hUads,  The  dispute  ran  so  high,  that  his  Majesty  took  a  part  in  it ;  and  beiiv 
rather  jMrHtl  to  Man*  Ctmdmdvn^  Humgkt  to  pat  an  end  to  the  ttiatttf  Ifj  |itftig 
his  own  peremptory  decision,  and  aanooncinif  to  the  World  the  mperioHtf  if 
IomAs.  To  confirm  his  greet  and  wise  opinion,  knoU  were  actually  fixed  on 
rods  at  the  end  of  Buckingham  House.  TUs  however  was  not  all :  on  the  Ba 
day,  his  Mi^esty  desired  Sir  Jolin  to  ghre  it  to  the  World  as  the  opMbBaTlia 
Royal  Society,  that  Dr.  Franklin  was  vroi«^.  The  President  rephed  fte  a  ftftM, 
that  it  was  not  in  his  power  to  reverse  the  order  of  Nature.  The  Sowtrmgm 
could  moi  easily  «m  that,  and  tlierefore  repeated  his  Commands.  Teased  by  the 
Kinf:  from  time  to  time  to  oppose  the  decided  oplnioii  of  the  rftbeffiottiFHMiUlh, 
and  the  laws  of  Nature ;  and  constantly  barked  at  by  Sir  Joseph  and  his  noth* 

banting  Phalanx;  be  resigned  the  Chair,  and  rctnraed to ScoUaadu  Tlw 
was  instantaneoasly  snapped  at  and  eanght  by  the  prateat 

be  is! 


A  M0tb-hunter,  a  O-^AhcatcheT,  a  Bat 
Thrt  Q\^ft  its  9ple  e)uyBtieiiee  ta  a  Gaat ; 
A  hunter  of  the  meanest  Reptile  breed, 
A  fool  that  crosses  Oceans  far  a  Weed. 

"  Once  towering  Science  made  Cranfe  Court*  her 
home. 
And  heaven-bom  Wisdom  patronized  the  dome ; 
With  awful  aspect  at  the  portal  shone, 
And  to  her  mansion  woo'd  the  wise  alone. 

•  •  •      • 

Now  at  the  door  see  moon-eyed  Fblly  grin^ 
Inviting  Bit'd^s-nest  Hunters  to  come  in ; 
Idiots  who  Specks  on  Eggs  devoutly  ken, 
And  furbish  up  a  FoHo  on  a  Wren.** — 
You'  see  the  World,  Sir  Joseph,  scorns  to  flatter. 

•  •  • 

Sir  Joseph. 
By  God,  I  think  it  hath  not  minced  the  matter. 
Yet,  bv  the  Power  who  made  me,  Peter,  know, 
I'm  honoured,  stared  at,  wheresoe  er  I  go  : 
Soon  as  a  room  I  ent^r^  lo !  all  ranks 
Get  up  to.  copipliment  Sir  Joseph  Banks. 

PETEa. 

And  dien  sit  dcram  again,  I  do  suppose ; 
Andtben^  around  the  room  a  whisper  goes, 

«  Tbe  Royal  Society's  roomi  were  remoYed  from  Cnne  Court  to  Somenet 
Pbce. 
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^^  Lord,  that's  Sir  Joseph  Banks,  how  grand  his  look  ( 
Who  saifd  all  round  the  World  with  Captain  Code.'' 

Sir  Joseph. 
Zounds !  what  the  devil's^/we  if  this  be  not  ? 

Peter. 

Sir  Joseph,  prithee  don't  be  such  a  sot : 
Those  wonderful  Admirers,  man,  were  dozens 
Of  fresh-imported  staring  Country  Cousins ; 
To  London  come,  the  Wax-work  to  devour. 
And  see  their  Brother-beasts  within  the  TowV. 
True  fiune  is  praise  by  men  of  wisdom  given, 
Whose  souls  display  some  workmanship  of  Heaven: 
Not  by  the  wooden  Million,  Nature's  Chips, 
Whose  Twilight  souls  are  ever  in  Eclipse; 
Puppies  who,  though  on  idiotism  s  dark  brink, 
Because  they Ve  headSy  dare  fancy  they  can  think. 

Sir  Joseph. 

What  though  unlettered*?  I  can  lead  the  herd, 
And  laugh  at  half  the  Members  to  their  beard. 

•  In  spite  of  oar  objectioii  to  Sir  Joseph  as  a  President,  we  mnfl  aUpV  lii 
candour  in  acknowledf  iuf^  himself  vaicMn'cd;  as  he  really  was  r^^aaerfhiiDafi  at. 
at  Cambridge,  thoofh  every  uiterett  was  tmpbred  to  make  him  pan 
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Freqaent  to  court  I  go;  and,  midst  the  Ring, 
I  catch  most  gracious  whispers  firom  the  King. 

Petkr. 
And  well  (I  think)  I  hear  each  precious  Speech, 
In  sentiment  sublime^  and  language  rich. 
"  What's  new,  Sir  Joseph?  what,  what's  new  found  out? 
What's  the  Society,  what,  what  about  ? 
Any  more  monsters,  lizard,  monkey,  rat. 
Egg,  weed,  mouse,  butterfly,  pig?  what,  what,  what? 
Toad,  spider,  grasshopper.  Sir  Joseph  Banks  ? 
Any  more  thanks,  more  thanks,  more  thanks,  more  thanks?- 
You  still  eat  raw  flesh,  beetle,  viper,  bat. 
Toad,  tadpole,  frog.  Sir  Joseph  ?  what,  what,  what  ?" 

Such  is  the  language  of  the  First  of  Kings, 
That  many  a  sighing  heart  with  envy  stings ; 
And  much  I'm  pleased  to  fancy  that  I  hear 
Such  wise  and' gracious  whispers  greet  your  ear. 
Yet  if  the  greater  part  of  Members  growl. 
Though  Owls  themselves,  and  curse  you  for  an  Owl ; 
And  bent  the  great  Sir  Joseph  Banks  to  humble ; 
fiebold !  the  Giant  President  must  tumble. 

Sir.  Joseph. 
Zounds,  Sir,  the  great  ana  to  my  whittle  come : 
I  have  'em  every  oo^  beneath  my  thumb. 
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Electors,  Margraves,  Pnnces,  grace  m j  lift ; 
And  shall  a  few  poor  raggecl  rogues  resist^ 
Because  (a  flock  of  astronomic  Gulls) 
The  Cobweb  Mathematics  cloud  their  sculls  ? 
The  great  J  when  beckon'd  to,  my  cause  shall  aid^ 
And  happy  think  themselves  with  th^ks  overpaid : 
These  shall  arise,  and,  wi^  a  single  frow^ 
Beat  the  bold  front  of  Opposition  down. 

Peter. 

Thus  by  a  word  the  Showman  at  the  Tower 
Exerts  on  Brother-savages  his  power ; 
Bids  Nero,  Cesar,  Pompey,  spread  their  paws. 
And  show  the  dangers  of  their  gaping  jaws. 

Sir  Joseph. 

By  Heavens,  IVe  merit,  say  whatever  yeu  please; 
Can  name  the  vegetable  tribes  with  ease. 
What  Monkey  walks  the  woods,  or  climbs  a  tre^ 
Whose  genealp^'s  unknown  to  me  ? 

Peter. 

I  grant  you,  Sir,  in  Monkey-knowledge  great ; 
Yet  say,  should  Monkeys  give  you  Newton's  seat? 
Such  mml  soarcely  ie  enough  to  dub 
A  man  a  Member  of  a  Couatry  Ckib. 
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With  novel  specks  on  e^  to  feast  the  eye. 
Or  gaudy  colours  of  a  butterfly, 
Or  new-found  fibre  of  some  grassy  blade, 
Well  suits  the  idle  hours  of  some  Old  Maid 
(Whose  sighs  each  Lover's  vanished  sighs  deplore), 
To  murder  time  when  Cupids  kill  no  more; 
Not  men  who,  labouring  with  a  Titan  mind. 
Should  scale  the  Skies  to  benefit  mankind. 
I  grant  you  full  of  Anecdote,  my  friend ; 
Bon-mots,  and  wondrous  stories,  without  end ; 
Yet  if  a  tale  can  claim,  or  jest  so  rare. 
Ten  thousand  Gossips  niiight  demand  the  Chair. 
To  shoot  at  Boobies,  Noddies  *,  witli  such  luck, 
And  pepper  a  poor  Indian  like  a  Duck ; 
To  hunt  for  days  a  Lizard  or  a  Gnat, 
And  run  a  dozen  miles  to  catch  a  Bat ; 
To  plunge  in  marshes,  and  to  scale  the  rocks, 
Sublime,  for  Scurvy-grass  and  Lady-smocks  f; 
Are  matters  of  proud  triumph,  to  be  sure. 
And  such  as  Fame^s  fair  volume  should  secure : 

*  Qretft  and  mmifold  were  Sir  Joseph's  triumplis  over  these  defencelev 
NailSy  says  Dr.  Hswkeswortfa's  iMft  miserable  Account;  nUcfa  miffat  more 
liepcriy  be  christened  ^  The  HIrtory  of  Sir  Joseph  Banks,"  «o  much  indeed  is 
Sr  Joseph  the  Afro  of  the  tale. 

t  See  HawkeswDrth*s  account  of  Captain  Cook's  voyai^e. 
VOL.  II.  F 
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Yet  to  my  mindi  it  U  not  such  n  Feat 
As  gives  a  man  a  claim  to  Newton'f  seat 

Sir  Joseph. 

Yet  are  there  Men  of  Genius  who  support  me : 
Proud  of  my  friendship,  see  Sir  William  cgurt  me ! 

Peter. 

Great  in  the  eating-knowledge,  all  allow ; 
Who  sent  you  once  the  sumen  of  a  Sow  • ; 
Far  rich^  food  than  Pigs  that  lose  their  breath, 
Whipped,  like  poor  Soldiers  on  Parades,  to  deadi.— 
Sir  William,  hand  and  glove  with  Naples'  King, 
Who  made  with  rare  Antiques  the  Nation  ring ; 
Who,  when  Vesuvius  fbam'd  with  melted  matter, 
March'd  up  and  clapped  his  nose  into  the  crater. 
Just  with  the  same  sangfroid  that  Joan  the  Cook 
Casts  on  her  Dumplings  in  the  Pot  a  look. 

But  more :  the  World  reports  (I  hope  untrue), 
That  half  Sir  William's  Mugs  and  Gods  are  nao  ; 

•  Sir  WiUaun  Hamilton,  who  sent  Sir  Joseph  from  Itily  thb  firwtMtf  pn 
Tlw  Mdde  of  BnluBf  it  properly  ii,  bj  tying  die  tenti  of  •  Sow,  tooaiA 
Intli  littered,  ceatiiMUBg  tlie  Ugetnre  till  the  poor  creetnn  it  ncaily  cxkr 
with  tertere,  awl  thea  catting  her  throat    Hie  cffedi  of  the  MiBl  4 
throngh  thb  Belly-part  are  to  dfltcttnf,  as  to  be  thoogbt  to  ■ake— ^fa<i> 
for  the  barbarity. 
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Himself  ^'t  baker  of  th'  Etrurian  Ware 
That  made  our  British  Antiquarians  stare : 
Nay,  that  he  means  ere  long  to  cross  the  main. 
And  at  his  Napks  oven  sweat  again ; 
And,  by  his  late  successes  rendered  bolder, 
To  bake  new  Mugs,  and  Gods  some  ages  older. 

Sir  Joseph. 

God  bless  us !  what  to  Herschel  dare  you  say^ 
The  Astronomic  Genius  of  the  day  ; 
Who  soon  will  find  more  Wonders  in  the  skies, 
And  with  fmre  Georgium  Siduses  surprise  ? 

Peter. 

More  Etnas  in  the  Moon^  more  Cinder-loads ! 
Perhaps  Mail-Coaches  on  her  Turnpike-roads, 
By  some  great  lunar  Palmer  taught  to  fly. 
To  gain  the  gracious  glances  of  the  eye 
Of  some  permrious  Prince  of  high  degree, 
And  charm  the  Monarch  with  a  post  age  free : 

Such  as  to  Cheltenham  waters  urged  their  way, 
Where  Cloacina  holds  her  easy  sway ; 
Where  paper-mills  shall  load  with  wealth  the  town, 
And  every  shop  shall  deal  in  whitish-brawn: 

F  2 
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Where  for  the  Coach  the  King  was  wont  to  watch, 
Loaded  with  Fish,  Fowl,  Bacon,  and  Dispatch ; . 
Eggs  and  Small-beer,  Potatoes  too  a  store, 
That  cost  in  Cheltenham  market  twopence  mare : 
C<Hiverting  thus  a  Coach  of  matchless  art. 
With  two  rare  geldings,  to  a  Sutler's  Cart*. — 
But,  voluble  Sir  Joseph,  not  so  fast : 
The  Fame  of  Herschel  is  a  dying  blast. 
When  on  the  Moon  he  first  began  to  peep. 
The  wondering  World  pronounced  the  Gazer  deep : 
But  wiser  now  th'  tinwondering  World,  alas ! 
Gives  all  poor  Herschel's  Glory  to  his  Glass ; 
Convinced  his  boasted  astronomic  strength 
Lies  in  his  Tube's^  not  Head^Sy  prodigious  length'^. 

Sir  Joseph. 

What,  niggard !  not  on  Herschel  fame  bestow,. 
So  curious  a  discoverer  ? 

•  Mr.  PSilmer  very  gcnctwly  •ffered  kit  Soreragn  a  Mail-coMh'lt  cHij 
liettert  and DiiiMitcliet  to  and  from  Cheltenham:  the  offer waifoofnalta baie- 
fasedjatplendklcarrii^iewat  boat  for  the  occasion.  Hit  most  economic  M^art^f 
however,  wisely  knowinf  that  ttmetkhgrntretbrnk  a  few  Letten  mi|ht  be  mB- 
tained  in  Mr.  Palmei's  vehicle,  converted  it,  as  the  Poet  bath  ohaenrad»  jMte  a 
Cart,  and  Mfed  many  a  $ixfene€, 

t  We  would  not  detimct  from  Mr.  Hertchert  rmi  merit    By  a  tiwe 
cart-horte  laboor,  he  made  a  little  trnprovemeat  am  Dr.  Mndge*!  nethoi  af  < 
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Peter, 

No,  man ;  no. 
Give  it  to  Mudge  *,  whose  head  contains  more  poug 
Than  (trust  me)  ever  lodged  in  Herschel's  house. 

Sir  Joseph. 

Lo !  at  my  call  the  noble  Marlborough's  vote, 
Whose  observations  much  our  fame  promote. 

Peter. 

Who  from  Ms  Blenheim  chimneys  wonders  spies, 
The  Daily  Advertiser  of  the  skies :  ^ 

Who  equals  his  great  Ancestor  in  head, 
A  Hero  who  could  neither  write  nor  readf: 
Thus  equal  formM,  to  all  the  World's  surprise ; 
As  one  swept  Earth,  the  other  swe^  the  Skied. 

Sir  JosEPif. 
Hunter  with  Fish-intrigues  our  house  regales — 


MnioiB;  MidkiretliMGciitlcmatfapieteiisuiimtoaidcheinl^t^^ 
As  for  his  mathematical  ahOities,  they  can  icarcely  be  called  the  jftc- 


•  I>r.  Mudfl^  of  Flymoiitfa. 

t  The  ftmoQs  Duke  of  Marlborough  was  reported  to  haYe  been  a  Tery  ilM- 
tente  ahb  ;  which  ihows  that  a  head-piece  for  the  Arts  and  Sciences  and  • 
hendiiieee  fe  iachig  CaDnoii-baUs»  are  wisely  formed  ofdifatm  materials. 
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Peter. 
The  tender  history  of  co(»ng  Whales ! 

Sir  Joseph, 
Great  in  the  noble  art  of  gelding  Sows  * — 

Peter. 

And  giving  to  the  Boar  a  barren  Spouse : 
Who  proves  (what  many  unbelievers  shocks). 
That  age  converts  Hen  Pheasants  into  Cocks  f  ; — 
And  why  not  ?  since  it  b  denied  by  no  man, 
That  age  hath  made  John  Hunter  an  old  woman. 

Believe  me,  full  as  well  might  Papists  bring 
Quills  from  a  Seraph's  Tail,  or  Cherub's  Wing; 
Saint  Dunstan's  Crab-stick,  which  the  Saint  uncivil 
Broke  on  the  back  of  our  great  foe  the  Devil ; 
Saint  Andrew's  toe,  Saint  Agatha's  old  Smock, 
And  Stones  that  rattled  round  Saint  Stephen's  btocfc; 

*  John  Hanter  aetotlly  recdT»d  the  ge<iety'^  gM  witM  fiir  tkrm  Piyti^g 
vii.  ooSow-fvldiiifr ;  on  the  Wolf,  Jackall,  nd  Dog,pr<riy  iiicBi«iinM|y,tHfct 
the  World  knot  brfore,  that  the  aforesaid  animals  were  boni  JUe  tt^bit  hMM 
species ;  and  on  the  Loves  of  Whales. 

f  See  article  30,  1780,  in  the  Philoanpfaieal  IViMactiooa;  wImto  Mr.  MIq 
Hmter  pres  a  wooderfal  accomit  of  a  Pbeasant  with  $krm  kgtf  thai  1^  4^ 
chanflfed  fVoBi  a/hMc/«  to  a  asate. 


Saint  Joseph's  Sighd  so  dMp,  preseirv^d  ki  b6ttlM^ 
Amounting,  Legends  say,  to  many  pottled, 
Caught  ad  the  Saint,  with  aH  his  might  and  nuan^ 
Wa»  deaviilg  billets  for  his  fire  in  twain ; 
Or  Bones  from  Catacombs  to  form  new  Saints  *, 
To  cure,  like  all  Quack  Medicines,  all  complaints : — 
Such  might  the  Journals  of  the  house  record, 
As  well  as  Hunter  s  wondrous  cock-hen  bird. 

Sir  Joseph. 
Lite  Blagden  who  can  write,  and  deeply  think  ? 

Peter. 

Who  write  like  him  on  Iron-moulds  and  Inkf  ? 
See  Shirts  and  Shifts  by  iron-moulds  that  rot, 
By  Blagden's  wisdom  lose  each  yellow  spot ! 
For  thiii  shdt  Laundry  Virgins  lift  their  voice ; 
Napkins  and  damask  tablecloths  rejoice ; 
Robins  and  caps,  and  sheets  and  pillow-cases, 
Lose  their  sad  stains^  and  smile  with  lily  facea, 
Lo  I  to  improve  of  man  tbe  soaring  mind^ 
For  sacred  Sciesice,  to  his  skin  unkind^ 

•  tk  i^%  four  Hiddred  flttiitf s  #«f«  ivenilted ;  mefa  imft:  me  exitiordtary 
iMnrcrt  of  baptised  and  canoniaed  Boiietfrom  tiie  Catacamln  at  Www.  VM 
EdifkMf  Rites  and  Ceremonies. 

t  lltf«artlcka9,oftliePliilosopUcal-T^«niie«Mvtol«rsyv 
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Did  DoctCMT  Blagden  in  an  oven  bake^ 
Brown  as  burnt  Coffee  or  a  Barley-cake, 
While,  down  his  nose  projecting,  sweat  in  rills 
Unsavoury  flowed  like  Hartshorn  Streams  from  Stills.^ 

Sir  Joseph. 
Great  Duckweed  Thompson  f ,  all  my  soul  reveres ; 

-  ^ 

And  Mulgrave  charms  me  with  his  Arctic  Bears. 
My  eyes  with  Shells,  lo.  Limpet  Davies  greets  ! 
And  Doctor  Lettsom  with  his  rare  Horse-beets : 
Beets  that  with  shame  our  Parsnips  shall  o'erwhelm^ 
And  fairly  drive  Potatoes  from  the  realm ; 
Beets  in  whose  just  applauses  we  are  hoarse  aU, 
Such  are  the  wondrous  powers  of  mangel  w<yrsal\^ 

Peter, 

Beets  that  shall  keep  gaunt  Famine  to  his  Eait, 
And  make  him  on  Gentoos,  as  usual,  feast ; 
While  every  lucky  Briton  that  one  meets, 
Shall  strut  a  Falstaff ;  such  the  power  of  Beets. 
Beets  that  must  bring  the  Quaker  wealth  and  feme. 
And  give  his  cheek  the  virgin  glow  of  shame ; 

•  TW  Doctoff^  Body  m  the  hot  oven,  wtUi  hk  Nose  prqioetiiii^  fhm  thtbole 
for  air,  would  be  no  bad  tutuect  for  the  Gnivcr. 
t  Sir  Be^jamili,  a  aecond  Lbuupus. 
4  Tbe  fliore  pompooa  aame  of  the  Beet, 
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Who  ne  er,  meek  man,  was  known  a  face  to  push. 
Nor  hear  his  own  applause  without  a  blush. 
Beets  that  shall  form  an  epoch  in  our  times ; 
And,  thus  by  Peter  praised,  embalm  his  Rhymes. 

Sir  Joseph. 

Then  what  of  Aubert*  think  you,  that  great  man 
Whose  broad  eye  deems  Creation  scarce  a  Span? 

Peter. 

Who  weekly  with  his  Watch  is  seen  to  run. 
The  little  Pupil  of  a  Greenwich  Sun ; 
To  learn  the  motions  of  old  Time,  and  mock 
The  fatal  errors  of  each  London  Clock. — 
Thus  Lubin,  from  his  solitary  down, 
Leads  little  Lubin  to  a  neighbouring  to\iii : 
The  Lad  with  ecstacy  surveys  the  scene ; 
Then  home  returning,  with  triumphant  mien, 
Corrects  his  Mother's,  Sister's  conversations, 
And  wonders  at  his  ignorant  Relations. — 
Aubert,  who  meriteth  indeed  applause ; 
Full  of  high-sounding  phrases,  and  wise  saws ; 

•  A  SDk-incrchant,  and  F.R.S.;  who  every  Siiiiclay»  wet  or  dry,  doadyor 
mrinoe,  calin  or  windy,  visits  Greenwich,  to  catch  the  Son  on  the  Meridian* 
Sndi  ii  this  Gentleniatfs  rage  for  the  Art,  that  he  now  has  at  Loamfnt-HiD,  near 
GrecBwichy  two  thouand  poonda^  worth  of  Astronomical  Instruments. 
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Who  fhnn  hii  cradle  learn'd  tbe  Start  to  lisp^ 
And  to  a  Meteor  tum'd  a  Will*o-wiq>  **. 

SiK  Joseph. 
Pray  then,  what  think  ye  (^  our  famous  Daines  ? 

Peter. 

Think  J  of  a  man  denied  by  Nature  brains  ! 
Whose  trash  so  oft  the  Royal  Leaves  disgraces ; 
Who  knows  not  Jordens  brown,  from  RooiaQ  VaMsr ! 
About  old  Pots  his  head  for  ever  pozzliii^ 
And  boring  earth,  like  Pigs  for  truffles  mnzzlii^t. 
Who  likewise  from  old  Urns  to  Crotchets  leafia. 
Delights  in  music,  and  at  concerts  sleeps^. 

Sir  Joseph. 
Zounds !  'ti9  ift  tain,  I  see,  to  vtter  ^ise. 

•  One  fortnmte  eTemiif  »al  he  wai  rttnnuaf  frdm  hif  beloved  Obtervateiy^  a, 
Jack-e-tentern  tpmoi^  op  and  played  aome  tricks  before  the  philosophical  8iBi- 
nan ;  whose  optics,  belof  apt  to-alyj^  objects,  converted  it  into  ad  atMWfcy 
Meteor,  with  fvlMi^theRaiyiiJoamiiiaB<ia  after  teMd. 

t  There  are  Pip  kept  expressly  for  liontiiig  Truffles,  in  some  parts  of  Eog^ 


♦"  99iOi  wr&  fb€  powuv  of  sotfnoluf  y  ovcf  Mr,  Dainai  Hartiagton,  aa  wfS^MMf 
or  flto  IiaBaw<st|vaflf6  cODcerta  hatn  the  LyiK  Pefair  se^K  ne  Antiiivaffaa  ia 
tttwkwff  nNMQv  speewatMW,  Mit  veriiy  enpioyva  ut'a  aMar^oBUNN'nMMW  am^* 
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Peter. 
Then  meotioD  some  one  who  deserves  my  Lays. 

Sir  Joseph. 

Know  then,  IVe  sent  to  dbtant  parts  to  find 
Bdngs  the  most  uncommon  of  their  kind ; 
The  greatest  Monsters  of  the  land  and  water — 

Peter. 

The  beautiful  defomdties  of  Nature. 
Krds  without  heads,  and  tails,  and  wings,  and  l^s, 
Tremendous  Cyclop  Pigs,  and  speckless  Eggs, 
Soils  from  Japan,  and  Wasps,  and  Indian  Jays, 
Command  attention,  and  ezdte  our  praise. 
Chopsticks  and  Back-scrapers  are  curious  things ; 
Scalps,  and  Tobacco-pipes,  and  Indian  Strings; 
Sodi  9B  t»  charm  the  wondering  Cils  wt  see^ 
Where  Don  Saltaro  gires  his  Sunday  tea*; 
Great  Don  Saltero^  name  of  high  renown^ 
Who  treats  too  with  immartai  RoUs  the  Towiu 

Rare  are  the  Buttons  of  a  Roman's  Breeches^ 
In  Antiquarian  eyes  surpassing  Riches ; 


•At 


76  PETER'S  PROPHECY. 

Rare  is  each  crackM,  black,  rotten,  earthen  Dish, 
That  held  af  ancient  Rome  the  flesh  and  fish : 
Rare  are  the  Talismans  that  drove  the  Devil, 
And  rare  the  Bottles  that  contained  old  Snivel. 
Owls'  heads,  and  snoring  Frogs,  preserved  in  spirits, 
Most  certainly  are  not  without  their  merits  : 
Yet  these  to  gun,  and  give  to  public  view, 
Lo !  Parkinson  knows  full  as  well  as  you ; 

As  did  Sir  Ashton  famed,  whose  mental  powV 
Just  reach'd  to  tell  us  by  the  clock  the  hour. 

Sir  Joseph. 

Poh,  pox !  don't  laugh;  such  things  are  rich  and  scaroej 
Be  something  sacred ;  let  not  all  be  fieu-ce. 

Peter. 

Sir  Joseph,  I  must  laugh  when  things  like  these 
Beyond  Sublimities  have  power  to  please : 
To  crowd  with  such-like  littleness  your  walls, 
Is  putting  Master  Punch  into  St  Paul's. 
Yet,  to  the  pomt :  The  place  on  which  you  dote 
Hath  been  for  ever  carried  by  the  vote : 
Know  then,  your  Parasites  begin  to  bellow. 
And  call  you  openly  a  shallow  fellow. 
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In  vain  to  favouring  majesty  you  fly ; 
Tis  on  the  many  that  you  must  rely : 
£*en  Blockheads  blush,  so  much  are  they  asham'd— 


Sir  Joseph. 

They  and  their  modest  blushes  may  be  damn'd. 
Ungrateful  scoundrels !  eat  my  Rolls  and  Butter, 
And  daring  thus  their  insolences  mutter ! 
Swallow  my  Turtle  and  my  Beef  by  pounds, 
And  tear  my  Venison  like  a  Pack  of  Hounds ; 
Yet  have  the  impudence,  the  brazen  face. 
To  say  I  am  not  fitted  for  the  place ! 
In  God*s  name,  let  my  Wine  in  Torrents  flow : 
E'en  be  my  House  a  Tavern  in  Soho : 
Of  daily  Venison  let  me  try  the  force, 
Ahd  keep  an  open  house  for  man  and  horse. 
Oh,  let  me  hold  by  any  means  the  Chsdr ! 
To  keep  that  Honour,  every  thing  I  dare. 

Peter. 

I  own  that  nothing  like  good  cheer  succeeds : 
A  man's  a  God,  whose  hogshead  freely  bleeds ; 
Champaigne  can  consecrate  the  damn'dest  evil : 
A  hungry  Parasite  adores  a  Devil ; 
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In  radiant  virtues  his  poor  Host  arrays, 

And  smooths  him  with  the  Gossamer  of  Praise ; 

StofTd  to  the  throat  till  rqietition  tires. 

And  Gluttony's  huge  greasy  wish  expires. 

Apostate  therij  the  knave  denies  his  Church, 

And  leaves  his  Saint,  with  laughter,  in  the  lurch. 

In  short,  your  Gormandizers  and  your  Drinkers 
Quit  their  old  Faith,  and  turn  out  rank  Freethinkers. 
Dead  is  the  novelty  of  fine  fat  Haunches, 
And  Truth  no  longer  sacrificed  to  Paunches. 
Ashamed  at  length,  the  sad  repentant  Sinners 
All  blush  to  barter  Flattery  for  good  Dmners : 
No  charms  surround  the  knocker  of  your  door, 
That  beam'd  with  honour,  but  now  beams  no  more. 

Sir  Joseph. 
Betrayed  by  those  on  whom  my  all  depends ! 

Peter- 
Betrayed,  like  Cesar  by  his  bosom-friends ! 

Sir  Joseph. 

Though  man,  ungrateful  man,  his  aid  deny ; 
The  Power  whose  wisdom  rules  yon  lof^  sky 
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May  grant  his  gracious  and  protecting  powV, 
And  aid  my  efforts  in  the  trying  hour. 

Peter. 

Left  by  your  earthly  friends,  I  fear  your  prayVs, 
Most  pious  President,  won't  mend  affairs  : 
The  Power  you  mention,  with  all-seeing  eyes, 
Well  knows  your  little  reverence  for  His  skies*. 
Thus  may  your  prayers  be  vain,  however  hearty : — 
Besides,  Heaven  oftenest  joins  the  strangest  party. 

Sir  Joseph. 

Sblood  !  have  I  practised  every  art  in  vain  ? 
Undaunted  faced  the  dangers  of  the  main  ? 

Peter. 

And  faced  Queen  Oborea  in  the  boat ; 
And  lost  your  9hoes  md  stockings,  and  your  coat ; 
A  circumstance  that  much  th^  tale  enriches, 
But  providentially  preserved  your  breeches : 
For  unknown  Weedi,  dared  unknown  patha  explore^ 
And  frightened  Cannibals  from  abcH^  to  shore ; 
On  each  new  I»Und  clapp'd  King  George  s  swl, 
A  sharp  imprejssion  too  of  harde$t  steel : 

*  Xhs  P(Ml  iMm  most  €icetio«dy  andi  beautifaUy  9Uii4et  to  the  jeceauoo  of 
tte  uinmomieai  Genhues  from  the  Society. 
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While  Witness  Pistol,  and  his  brother  Gun, 
Look'd  with  a  pointed  approbation  on  ; 
A  decent  method  of  appropriation,     . 
And  adding  glory  to  the  British  nation ! 
True,  you  have  tried  to  be  as  great  as  he 
(The  venturous  Trojan,  sport  of  wind  and  sea) 
Who  left  old  Troy,  his  parish,  far  from  home 
To  find  a  lodging  for  imperial  Rome. 
Yet  are  those  feats  what  vulgars  term  a  bore  ; 
Stale  stuff :  the  Members  look  for  something  more. 
I  grant,  you  naked  with  your  Servants  pranced. 
To  show  how  folks  at  Otaheite  danced ; 
And  much  the  smilmg  Audience  you  amused. 
Though  Decency  indeed  the  dance  abused : 
She^  blushing  damsd,  turned  her  head  aside, 
And  wished  a  Whip  to  every  hopping  Hide. 
Grant  that  you  sent,  to  charm  the  public  eye, 
Egyptian  stones,  that  form'd  for  hogs  a  sty, 
With  seeming  Hieroglyphics  on  their  faces, 
That  proved  unfortunately  Pigs*-feet  traces* : 
Yet  lo!  like  Bullocks  in  a  fair,  they  roar ; 
Or  vacate  bid  you,  or  do  something  more. 

•  Sir  Joteph  icot  tome  tMrkm  EgyptiaB  ttooet  to  the  British  Mvtaini;  ndi 
WW  htt  leal  for  the  honovr  of  Ifiero^yphict :  hot  at  that  Binkinf  ponoMi 
ilRady  as  mach  of  the  cjirtfiie  as  it  can  wdl  mMeHtieaUf  they  were  laUuiie^ 
in  a  cart  upon  his  hands. 
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Sir  Joseph. 

Sdeath,  then  Fll  spit  in  every  Blockhead's  face ; 
Kick  them,  and  purge  the  Dwelling  from  disgrace, 

Peter, 

Thus  when  a  host  of  Grasshoppers  and  Rats, 
By  men  undaunted,  unabash'd  by  cats, 

« 

In  hopping  and  in  running  legions  pours, 
Affiights  the  Papists,  and  their  grass  devours ; 
Lo !  arm'd  with  prayers  to  thunder  in  their  ears, 
A  Bishop  boldly  meets  the  Buccaneers ; 
Sprinkles  his  holy  water  on  the  sod. 
And  drives  and  damns  them  in  the  name  of  God*. 

You  purge  tiiie  tainted  Dwelling  from  disgrace, 
By  boldly  spitting  in  each  Member's  face ! 
Where,  sweet  Sir  Joseph,  will  you  find  the  spittle ; 
Since  what  would  float  the  Albionf  were  too  little  ? 

•  Thii  it  actually  done  in  Roman-catholic  conntiiet  by  order  of  tke  Chordu 
In  aome  placet,  two  Attomeyt  are  employed  in  the  aflBur  of  the  Oratthoppert; 
one  for  the  Oraithoppen,  the  other  for  the  People:  bat  it  it  the  fate  of  the 
Gfitthoppert  to  have  the  wortt  of  it ;  at  they  are  alwayt  wMtkmaHuAj  and 
ordered  to  be  txeoimmadGateA  if  they  do  not  quit  the  pfaiM  within  a  certaio 
—Bib  1 1  of  day  t. 

f  One  of  oor  fint-ratet. 

TOL.  II.  (T 
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With  solemn^  sentimental  step,  so  slow, 
I  see. you  through  the  streets  of  London  go, 
With  poring  studious,  staling,  earth-nail'd  eye. 
As  heedless  of  the  mob  that  bustles  by. 
This  was  a  scheme  of  wisdom,  let  me  say ; 
But  lo!  this  trap  for  fieune  hath  had  its  day  : 
And  let  me  tell  you  what  IVe  urged  before, 
The  restless  Members  look  for  something  more. 

Sir  Joseph. 

Zounds !  ha  nt  I  swallowed  Raw  Flesh  like  a  Hound ; 
On  vilest  Reptiles  rung  the  changes  round ; 
Eat  every  filthy  Insect  you  can  mention ; 
Tarts  made  of  Grasshoppers,  my  own  invention ; 
Frogs,  Tadpoles,  by  the  spoonful,  long-tailed  imps ; 
And  munched  Cockchafers  just  like  Prawns  or  Shrimps? 

Peter, 

In  troth,  I've  seen  you  many  a  Reptile  eat, 
And  heard  you  call  the  dirty  dish  a  Treat : 
Oft  have  I  seen  you  meals  on  Monkeys  make ; 
Nay,  Hercules  surpass, — devour  your  Snake ; 
And  make  as  little  of  a  Toad  or  Viper, 
As  Pelicans  of  Mackrel  or  a  Piper ; 
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Aadj  wri^ling  round  your  mouth  its'littlie  c1aw8| 
Have  heard  a  Bat  cry  ^^  Murder!"  in  your  jaws : 
Yet  hear,  Sir  Joseph,  what  IVe  said  before ; 
The  blushing  Members  look  for  something  more. 

Sir  Josepii. 

Hell  seize  the  pack,  unconscionable  dogs ! 
Snakes,  spiders,  beetles,  chafers,  tadpoles,  frogSy 
All  swallowed  to  display  what  7nan  can  do, 
And  must  the  villains  still  have  something  new? 
Tell  then  each  petty  President-creator, 
God  damn  him,  that  111  eat  an  alligator. 

Peter. 

Sir  Joseph,  pray  don't  eat  an  Alligator ; 
Go  swallow  somewhat  of  a  softer  nature ; 
Feast  on  the  Arts  and  Sciences,  and  learn 
Sublimity  from  Trifle  to  discern : 
With  shells,  and  flies,  and  daisies,  covered  o'er, 
Let  pert  Queen  Fiddlefaddle  rule  no  more. 

Tlius  shall  Philosophy  her  suffrage  yield. 
Sir  Joseph  wear  his  Hat,  and  Hammer  wield* ; 

«  The  PfoMenC  his  the  iDettimable  and  tole  prhritafe  of  tMog  cttrered, 
•HhtBoyalSodetjr^aMetiiigi.  TbeHaminer  fonnsapart  of  tlierqif«lk,to 

G2 
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No  more  shall  Wisdom  on  the  Journals  stare^ 
Nor  Newton's  image  blush  behind  the  Chair*. 

•  ■ 

conmHUid  aknce; and  rome  tlie  Memben  from  their  huppj  skunben,  while 
ikek  Stretaiy,  Dr.  bkipdeii,  prochdmi  rare  wen  from  the  Moth^  Bat,  Batter- 
Intend  Spkkr  Coantriei. 

•  The  Pietnre  of  that  gntiX  am  is  immedtately  bebfaid  the  Chair  of  the 
P^CikkBt»        1        *        *        - 


•• 


SIR  JOSEPH  BANKS 


AND 


THE   EMPEROR  OF  MOROCCO: 


A  TALE. 


€>m  intdlect  not  all  things  comprefaendt: 
Hie  feniot  form'd  for  Weeds,  and  Grabs,  and  Wn^ 

Ciatt  luiTe  for  ever  at  its  fii^|;es-eiids 
Wbaftodfouiff  every  iDonient  in  the  Skies. 


THE  ARGUMENT. 

Peter  the  Great  fig^tetfa  the  Presidenrs  Battle— proclaimeth  some  of  the  Pre* 
sident's  PoMwrs~m«  his  persevering  Tooth  and  Nail  Powers— his  Stomach 
Powers— his  Face  Powers— his  Hammer  Powers,  trimnphing  over  the  Powers 
of  Morpheus— and  eke  his  couageoos  Powers. 

Peter  beginoeth  the  Tale— Sir  Joseph  proceedeth  to  hunt— but  first  cjacnlatetfa 
—The  Virtooso^  Prayer—  Sir  Joseph's  Insect-Enthosiasm  induceth  him,  con* 
trary  to  his  general  Pietp,  to  pray  wickedly,  by  selfishly  wishing  to  gratify  his 
own  Desires  at  the  Expense  of  the  Farmers— Sir  Joseph  prayeth  for  Pharaoh's 
Filet— coodemneth  Pharaoh's  Taste  —  maketh  Interest  for  Showers  of  Flies, 
iBitead  of  Qnails*—  prayeth  for  Monsters,  and  promiseth  them  the  Honoor  of 
Us  Name. 

Sir  Joiepb,  in  a  Pointer-like  Manner,  ambnlateth—  He  espieth  the  Emperor  of 
Morocco— Peter  conjectnreth  as  to  Sir  Joseph's  Joy  on  the  Occasion—  com- 
peietfa  Sir  Joseph's  Joy  with  that  experienced  by  Archimedes,  Hare-hunters, 
oatrageonsly-virtnoos  OldMaids,  the  little  Duke  of  Piccadilly ,  a  Pimp,  Mother 
Windsor's  Virgins,  and  Motlier  Windsor  herself— Sir  Joseph's  Pursuit- The 
President  tombleth,  in  Imitation  of  Mr.  Eden— A  beautiful  Comparison  be- 
tween  Sir  Joseph  and  Tamerlane,  a  Butterfly  and  B^jazet—  Sir  Joseph  again 
tambletb— Sir  Joseph's  Hat  tombleth  with  him— Sir  Joseph  risetb  and  bloweth 
—He  IS  gazed  at  by  a  Countryman— He  dartcth  through  a  Hedge  in  Pursuit  of 
tiie  Emperor,  and  tombleth  into  a  Lane— He  getteth  up  speedily,  and  puttetfa 
m  Chiestion  to  Hob— Hob  answereth  not,  but  pitieth  him— Sir  Joseph  obtaineth 
s  teoond  View  of  the  Emperor— pnrsoeth  his  Majesty  into  a  Garden— over- 
aettetfa  the  Gardener— trampleth  on  rare  Flowers— breaketh  many  Bell 
OImms— overtometh  the  Scarecrow— Peter  praiseth  the  Scarecrow— Sir 
Joseph  oversetteth  a  Hive  of  Bees— The  Bees  surprised— They  attempt  a  Re-^ 
w^e,  bat  succeed  not,  on  Account  of  the  hard  and  tough  Materiab  of  Sir 
Jeaepb^  Head-piece-Tbe  Gardener,  quitting  his  horisontal  Position,  punneth 
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Sir  Jotepk-Sir  Joieph  piinaetfa  the  Emperor,  and  tibe  EmpercMr  flietfaawigf^ 
Hie  Gardener  coDveth  Sir  Joseph,  andexpottoteteth— Sir  Jotephbeedeth 
not  the  Oardener^  Compfadnt,  beiof  in  deep  Sorrow  for  the  Lost  of  the  Em- 
peror—Hie  Gardener  qnitteth  hit  Gripe  of  Sir  Joseph*  and  pntteth  htm  dowa 
Ibr  a  Lnuatie— The  Gardener  ezecrateth  Sb  Josephs  JKetpcr,  and  ftUeth  intn 
a  Panic— flieth  off  onceremooioiitlj,  and  lea?eth  the  President  in  the  Situatioo 
€f  a  celebfated  Piropbet 


PROEMIUM. 


Petms  loqmtur. 

Since  Members^  lost  to  manners,  growl ; 
Call  poor  Sir  Joseph,  ^s  and  Owl ; 

Nay,  oft  with  coarser  epithets  revile ; — 
Though  pitymg  much  his  pigmy  merit, 
Let  me  display  a  Christian  spirit. 

And  try  to  lift  a  lame  dog  o'er  a  stile. 

Though  not,  like  Erskine,  in  the  law  a  g^mt, 
I  must  take  up  the  cudgels  for  my  client. 

4 

Know  by  these  presents  then,  ye  noisy  crew 
Who  at  his  blushing  honours*  look  so  blue, 

That,  though  Sir  Joseph  is  not  deep-discerning ; 
And  though,  as  all  the  World  well  knows, 
A  Nut-shell  might  with  perfect  ease  enclose 

Three  quarters  of  his  Sense,  and  all  his  Learning; 

'  *  The  Antlior  mdoobtedly  meaiif  the  epithet  Hiukbig  to  be  mdentood  hi 
iiyouymaui  with  ^•iwfty,  and  not  in  a  mtiikal  ienie:  God  Ibrhid  thai  tho 
Friend  of  Sir  JofOfli  ahoold  mean  Mtrwui  ! 


90  SIR  JOSEPH  BANKS  AND 

Whose  modest  Wisdom  therefore  never  aims 
To  find  the  Longitude^  or  bum  the  Thames ; 

Yet,  as  to  things  he  sets  himself  about. 
With  tooth  and  nail,  like  Hercules  so  stout, 

He  labours  for  his  wish,  no  matter  what 
I  can't  say  that  Sir  Joseph  Lions  kills, 
Hugs  Giants,  or  the  blood  of  Hydras  spills; — 

But  then,  most  manfully  he  eats  a  Bat ; 
Eats  toads,  or  tough  or  tender,  old  or  young. 
As  in  the  sweetest  strains  the  Muse  hath  sung* ; 
Fit  with  the  hugest  Hottentot  to  cope, 
Who  dines  on  raw  flesh  at  the  Cape  of  Hope* 

Blest  with  a  phiz,  he  bids  the  Members  tremble ; 

To  death-like  Silence  turns  the  direst  Din : — 
And,  where  so  many  savages  assemble, 

Like  Hounds  they  want  a  proper  Whipper-in. 

Dare  Members  sleep,  a  set  of  snoring  Goths, 
While  Blagden  reads  a  chapter  upon  Moths  f, 

*  See  Peters  Prophecy. 

t  FreqMnUy  indeed  are  tlM  Membert  leat  to  tibe  Luid  of  Sbsdowt  by  te 
Sodetj's  loaiiiiferoai  Papen;  iMfted  ia  a  great  meafure  m  Ifaeir  voy^g*  ^ 
the  Doctort  drowiy  mapper  of  cowmmnirafing  the  coatcetfc 
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Down  goes  the  Hammer,  clothed  with  thunder : 
Up  spring  the  Snorers,  half  without  their  wigs ; 
Old  Greybeards  grave,  and  smock-faced  Prigs, 

With  ell-wide  jaws  displaying  signs  of  wonder. 

Lo !  perseverance  is  the  soul  of  action, 

And  courage  proper  to  oppose  a  faction ; 

Therefore  he  sits  with  wonderful  propriety, 

The  Monro  of  a  mad  Society : 

And  that  he  is  both  brave  and  persevering. 

Witness  the  following  Story,  well  worth  hearing. 


SIR  JOSEPH  BANKS 


▲HD 
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A  President,  in  Butterflies  profound. 
Of  whom  all  Insect-mongers  sing  the  praises^ 

Went  on  a  day  to  catch  this  game  renown'd, 
On  violets,  dunghills,  nettle-tops,  and  daisies : 

But  first  (so  fiom  is  Sir  Joseph's  nature), 

He  thus  address'd  the  Butterfly's  Cre^iton 
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t 

The  Virtuoso's  Prayer. 

*^  O  Thou  whose  wisdom  planned  the  skies, 
And  formed  the  wings  of  Butterflies, 

Attend  my  humble  pray'r ! 
like  Egypt,  as  in  days  of  yore, 
Let  Earth  with  Flies  be  covered  o'er. 

And  darkened  all  the  air. 

^  This,  Lord,  would  be  the  best  of  news ; 
Then  might  thy  Servant  pick  and  choose 

From  such  a  glorious  Heap : 
Forth  to  the  World  I'd  boldly  rush. 
Put  all  Museums  to  the  blush, 

And  hold  them  all  dog-cheap. 

^'  Pharaoh  had  not  one  grain  of  taste : 
The  Flies  on  Aim  were  thrown  to  waste ; 

Nay,  met  with  strong  objection. 
But  had  thy  Servant,  LcHxi,  been  there, 
I  should  have  made,  or  much  I  err, 

A  wonderful  Collection. 

^^  O  Lord !  unless  my  memory  fidls. 
Thou  once  didst  rain  on  people  Quails. — 
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Agmt  the  World  surprise ; 
And,  'stead  of  such  a  trifling  Bird, 
Rain  on  thy  Servant  Joseph,  Lord^ 

Showers  of  rare  Butterflies.    . 

^'  Since  Monsters  are  my  great  delight. 
With  Monsters  charm  thy  Servant's  sight : 

Turn  Feathers  mto  Hair : 
Make  leg^  where  legs  were  never  seen; 
And  Eyes,  no  bigger  than  a  Pin^ 

As  broad  as  Saucers  stare. 

•    -         *•  ••*  ^. 

"  The  reptiles  that  are  bom  with  Claws, 
Oh !  let  thy  power  supply  with  Paws, 

Adom'd  with  human  Nails :       • . '     . 
In  valt)6  more  to  miake  them,  rise,  , 

Transplafit  from  all  their  Heads  their  Eyes, 

And  place  them  in  their  Tails;  \ 

^*  And  if  thou  wisely  wouldst  contrive 
To  make  me  Butterflies  alive. 

To  fly  without  a  Head ; 
To  skim  the  hedges  and  the  fields, 
Nay,  eat  Ae  meat  thy  bounty  yields,*— 

JbcAi  wonders  were  indeed. 


94  Sm  JOSEPH  BANKS  AKD 

'^  Blagden  should  puff  them  at  our  meeting ; 
Members  would  press  around  me  greeting ; 

The  Journals  swell  with  thanks : 
And,  more  to  magnify  their  fieune, 
Those  headless  Flies  should  have  a  name, — 

My  name,  Sir  Joseph  Banks/' 


Thus  having  finished,  forth  Sir  Joseph  hies, 
Mope  in  his  heart,  and  eagles  in  his  eyes  r 
Just  like  a  Pointer,  quartering  well  his  ground, 
Me  nimbly  trots  the  field  around. 
At  length,  to  bless  his  hunting-ambulation, 
Up  rose  a  Native  of  the  Buttering  nation*. 


*"  # 


Broad-stared  Sir  Joseph,:  as  if  strodcby  Thimder 
(For  much  indeed  are  eyes  enlarged  by  wonder). 
When  from  a  dab  of  dmig,  ot  somt  kuch  things 
An  Emperor  of  Morocco  rear'd  his  wing. 

Not  Archimedes,  'tis  my  firm  belief^.   . 
More  blest  cried  ^^  Eureka^  Ive^nabb'd  the  thief;". 
Nor  Hunters,  when  a  hare,  to. shun  fi>ul  play, 
Steab  firom  his  seat  so  sly,  cry  *^  Stole  away ;" 
Nor  stale  old  Nymphs,  by  raging  virtue  sway'd, 
Roar  on  a  frail  one,  *^  Kill  the  wicked yjit^i* 
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Than  roar'd  Sir  Joseph  on  the  verdant  sod^ 
Morocco's  Emperor,  by  the  living  God !" 


c< 


Not  with  more  joy,  nor  rapture-speaking  look, 
The  little  gamesome  Piccadilly  Duke 

Eyes  a  nice  tit,  fresh  launched  upon  the  Town ; 
Nor  with  more  pleasure  Cupid's  trusty  crimp, 
By  mouths  of  vulgar  [>eople  named  a  Pimp, 

Stares  on  his  virtuous  fee,  a  crown : 

Nor  King's-Place  Nymphs,  on  Greenhorns  in  their 

powV ; 

Who  (shameless  rascals,  wanting  not  a  wife) 
Hire  Love,  like  Hackney-coaches,  by  the  hour, 

Damning  the  love  so  true  that  lasts  for  life : 

Nor  withered  Windsor  on  tiie  simple  Maid, 
From  scenes  of  rural  innocence  betray 'd ; 

Forced  to  dispose  of  Nature's  sweetest  charms ; 
Doomed  for  a  ipeal  to  sink  a  beauteous  wreck ; 
To  lend  to  man  she  loathes,  her  lip,  her  neck. 

And,  weeping,  act  the  Wanton  in  his  arms : — 
Than  did  the  Hero  of  my  Song 
Survey  the  Elmperor  as  he  moved  along. 

Not  with  more  glee  a  hen-peck'd  Husband  spies 
Deatii  shutting  up  his  Wife's  two  Cat-like  eyes, 
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Accustomed  on  him  oft  and  fierce  to  roll : 
Just  like  a  GaU^-riave,  poor  fellow !  treated ; 
Or  those  poor  English  at  Calcutta  sweated^ 

StuflTd  in  the  old  Black  Hole. 

And  yet,  a  neater  Simile  to  use, 

Not  with  more  true  delight  a  Lover  views 

The  blushing  Orient  leading  on  the  day 
That  gives  a  blooming  Partner  to  his  arms. 
In  virtues  rich,  and  rich  in  youthful  charms, 

To  bid  tbe  hours  with  rapture  glide  away : 

Sad  anxious  Swain !  who  now  in  bed,  now  out, 
Toss'd  like  tbe  Sea  with  thundering  thou^ts  about, 

Cursing  with  hearty  prayers  the  lingering  night ; 
Now  trying  hard  to  sleep  away  the  time ; 
Now  staring  on  the  dark,  like  Bards  for  Rhyme, 

To  catch  the  smallest  glimpse  oi  li^t : 
Afraid  that  Pbcebus  means  foul  play ; 
And  bent  to  spite  him,  lie  abed  all  day : 

And,  bondjidcy  not  of  rapture  fuller, 

Thurlow,  the  Seal  and  Royal  Conscience  keeper. 
Sees  hb  prime  fevourite,  Mister  Justice  Buller, 

Hig^  throned  in  Chancery,  grieve  the  poof  Sir  Pepper:' 
Than  did  the  President  so  keen  espy 

The  Butterfly. 
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Li^dy  with  winnowing  wing  amid  the  land, 

His  Moorish  Majesty  in  circles  flew. 
With  sturdy  striding  legs,  and  outstretched  hand, 

The  Virtuoso  did  his  Prey  pursue. 

He  strikes,  he  misses  ;  strikes  again  :  he  grins, 
And  sees  in  thought  the  Monarch  fix'd  with  pins ; 
Sees  him  on  paper  giving  up  the  ghost, 
Nail'd  like  a  Hawk  or  Martyr  to  a  Post 

Oft  fell  Sir  Joseph  on  the  slippery  plain ; 
like  patriot  Eden,  fell  to  rise  again. 

The  Emperor  smiling  sported  on  before : 
like  Phoebus  coursing  Daphne  was  the  chace. 
But  not  so  was  the  meaning  of  the  race  ; 

Sir  Joseph  ran  to  kill,  not  kisSj  the  Moor ; 

To  hold  him  prisoner  in  a  glass  for  show ; 

like  Tamerlane  (redoubtable  his  rage). 
Who  kept  poor  Bajazet,  his  vanquish'd  foe. 

Just  like  an  Owl  or  Magpie,  in  a  cage. 

Again  to  earth  Sir  Joseph  fell  so  flat, 
Flat  as  the  flattest  of  the  Flounder  race : 

Down  with  Sir  Joseph  dropped  his  three-cock'd  Hat» 
Most  nobly  sharing  in  iXsfriend^s  disgrace. 
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Again  he  spriqgs,  with  hope  and  ardour  pale, 
And  blowing  like  the  fish  baptized  a  Whale ; 
Darting  his  arms  now  here,  now  there,  so  wild. 
With  all  the  eager  raptures  of  a  Child, 
Who  with  broad  anxious  eye  a  bauble  views, 
And,  capenng  legs  and  hands,  the  toy  pursues, 

A  Countryman  who,  from  a  lane. 

Had  mark'd  Sir  Joseph  running,  tumbling,  sweating 
Stretchmg  his  hands  and  arms  like  one  insane, 

And  with  those  arms  the  air  around  him  beating, 
To  no  particular  opinion  leaning, 
Of  such  manceuvring  could  not  guess  the  meaning. 

At  length  the  President,  all  foam  and  muck, 
Quite  out  of  breath,  and  out  of  luck. 
Pursued  the  flying  Monarch  to  the  place 
Where  stood  this  Countryman  with  marvelling  fisice. 

Now  through  the  hedge,  exactly  like  a  Horsey 
Wild  plunged  the  President  with  all  his  force. 

His  brow  in  sweat,  his  soul  in  perturbation ; 
Mindless  of  trees,  and  bushes,  and  the  brambles, 
Head  over  heels  into  the  lane  he  scrambles. 

Where  Hob  stood  lost  in  wide-mouth'd  speculation. 
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"  Speak,''  roar'd  the  President,  "  this  instant  say, 
Hast  seen,  hast  seen,  my  lad,  this  way 
The  Emperor  of  Morocco  pass?" — 
Hob  to  the  Insect-hunter  nought  replied ; 
But  shook  his  head,  and  sympathizing  sigh'd, 

"  Alas ! 
Poor  gentleman,  I'm  sorry  for  ye ; 
And  pity  much  your  upper  story T 

Lo !  down  the  lane  alert  the  Emperor  flew. 

And  struck  once  more  Sir  Joseph's  Hawk-like  view ; 

And  now  he  mounted  o'er  a  garden-wall : 
In  rush'd  Sir  Joseph  at  the  garden-door, 
Knock'd  down  the  Gardener  (what  could  man  do  more?). 

And  left  him,  as  he  chosc^  to  rise  or  sprawl. 

O'er  peerless  hyacinths  our  Hero  rush'd, 
Through  tulips  and  anemonies  he  push'd. 

Breaking  a  hundred  necks  at  every  spring : 
On  bright  carnations,  blushing  on  their  banks. 
With  desperate  hoof  he  trod,  and  mowed  down  ranks. 

Such  vast  ambition  urged  to  seize  the  King. 

Bell-glasses,  all  so  thick,  were  tumbled  o'er; 
And,  lo !  the  cries,  so  shrill,  of  many  a  score, 
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A  sad  and  fatal  stroke  proclaimed  : 
The  Scarecrow,  all  so  red,  was  overtum'd ; 
His  vanished  hat,  and  wig,  and  head,  he  moum'd  ; 

And  much  indeed  the  Man  of  Straw  was  maim*d  :— 

Just  Guardian  of  the  sacred  spot, 

With  fkce  so  fierce,  and  pointed  gun. 
Who  threatened  all  the  Birds  with  shot ; 

To  kill  of  sparrows  every  mother's  son  : 
Fierce  as  those  scarlet  ministers  of  Fate, 
The  warlike  Guardians  of  St.  James's  Gate. 

Yet,  not  content  with  feats  like  these, 

He  tumbled  o*er  a  hive  of  Bees : 

Out  rush'd  the  Host,  and  wonder'd  from  their  souls. 

What  devil  dared  dash  their  house  about  their  polls ; 

Like  Lewis*,  whose  fierce  heart  was  such 

As  made  him  like  a  Football  kick  the  Dutch. 

But  soon  the  small,  heroic,  injured  Nation 
Descried  the  Author  of  their  obligation  ; 

And,  to  repay  it,  round  him  rush'd  the  Swarm. 
Prodigious  was  the  buz  about  his  ears : 
With  all  their  venom  did  they  push  their  spears ; 

But,  lo !  they  work'd  him  not  one  grain  of  harm. 

•  Lewis  the  Fourteenth. 
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Yet  did  no  God  nor  Codling  intervene, 
By  way  of  screen. 

The  happy  Head  their  pointed  Spears  defied ; 
Strong,  like  old  Homer  s  Shields,  in  tough  bull-hide^ 

And  brass  well  temper  d,  to  support  the  shock. 
The  Bees  their  disappointed  vengeance  mourn'd ; 
And  from  their  fierce  attack,  fatigued,  returned, 

Believing  they  had  storm'd  a  Barber's  Block. 

What  was  thought  death  and  tortures  by  the  clan, 

Was  only  tickling  the  Great  Man. 
Thus  round  big  Ajax  raged  the  Trojan  host, 
Who  might  as  well  indeed  have  drubb'd  a  Post. 

The  Gardener  now  for  just  revenge  up  sprung, 
O  erwhelm'd  with  wonderment  and  dung, 

And  fiercely  in  his  turn  pursued  the  Knight 
From  bed  to  bed,  full  tilt  the  Champions  raced, 
This  chased  the  Knight,  the  knight  the  Emperor  chased. 

Who  scaled  the  walls,  alas !  and  vanished  out  of  sight; 
To  find  the  Empress  perhaps,  and  tell  her  Grace 
The  merry  history  of  the  Chase. 

At  length  the  Gardener,  sweird  with  rage  and  dolour, 
Overtaking,  grasps  Sir  Joseph  by  the  collar, 
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And,  blest  with  fkvourite  oaths,  abimdanoe  showers : 
"  Vaiain,"  he  cried,  "  beyond  example! 
Just  like  a  Cart-horse  on  my  beds  to  trample ; 

More  than  your  soul  is  worth,  to  kill  my  flowers  ! 
See  how  your  two  vile  hoofs  have  made  a  wreck ; 
Look,  rascal,  at  each  Beauty's  broken  ncck.^ 

Mindless  of  humbled  Flowers,  w  freely  kill'd. 
Although  superior  to  his  soul  declared ; 

And  vegetable  blood  profusely  spiird, 
Superior  too  to  all  reward ; 

Mindless  of  all  the  Gardener's  plaintive  strains. 

The  Emperor  s  form  monopolized  his  brains. 

At  length  he  spoke,  in  sad  despairing  tones  : 
*'  Gone,  by  the  God  that  made  me !  damn  his  bones. 
O  Lord !  no  disappomtment  mine  surpasses. 
Poh !  what  are  paltry  flowers  and  broken  glasses, 
A  tumbled  scarecrow,  bees,  the  idle  whim  ? 
Zounds,  what  a  set  of  miscreants  to  him  ! 

"  Gone  is  my  Souls  Desire,  for  ever  gone !"— :• 
"  IV hot  gone ? **  the  Gardener  straight  replied.— 
"  The  Emperor,  Sir,"  with  tears  Sir  Joseph  cried ; 
"  The  Emperor  of  Morocco,  thought  my  own. 
To  unknown  fields  behold  the  Monarch  fly  ! — 
Zounds !  not  to  catch  him,  what  an  Ass  was  1 1 " 
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His  eyes  the  Gardener,  fall  of  horror,  stretched ; 
And  tbbn  a  groan,  a  monstrous  groan,  he  fetched, 

Contemplating  around  his  ruin'd  wares : 
And  now  he  let  Sir  Joseph's  collar  go ; 
And  now  he  bray'd  aloud  with  bitterest  woe, 

"  Mad !  madder  than  the  maddest  of  March  hares ! 

"  A  pox  confound  the  fellow's  Bedlam  rigs  ! 
Oh  !  he  hath  done  the  work  of  fifty  Pigs. 
The  devil  take  his  keeper,  a  damn'd  Goose, 
For  letting  his  Wild  Beast  get  loose  ! " 

But  now  the  Gardener,  terrified,  began 
To  think  himself  too  near  a  man 

In  so  Peg  Nicholson  a  situation ; 
And,  happy  from  a  Madman  to  escape, 
He  left  him  without  bow^  or  nod,  or  scrape, 

like  Jeremiah  midst  his  Lamentation. 


Such  is  the  Tale.     If  Readers  sigh  for  more, 
Sir  Joseph's  wallet  holdeth  many  a  score. 
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Hic  oiger  est.    Himc  tn,  Romane,  careto.  Horacb» 
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A  FALLING  MINISTER. 


Blikd  to  an  artful  Boys  insidious  wiles, 
Why  rests  the  Genius  of  the  Queen  of  Isles  ? 
While  Liberty  in  irons  sounds  th'  ^arm, 
Why  hangs  Suspense  on  Virtue's  coward  ana  ? 
While  Tyranny  prepares  her  jails  and  thongs. 
Why  sleeps  the  Sword  of  Justice  o*er  our  wrcmgs  ? 
Oh !  meanly  founding  on  a  Father  s  fame, 
To  Britain's  highest  seat  a  daring  claim ; 
Oh !  if  thy  face  one  blush  could  ever  boast, 
And  that  lorn  sign  of  virtue  be  not  lost ; 
Now  on  thy  visage  let  the  stranger  bum. 
And  glow  for  deeds  that  bid  an  Empire  mourn. 

Drawn  from  a  garret  by  the  Royal  iSrre, 
Warm'd  like  a  Viper  by  his  friendly  fire, 
What  hath  thy  gratitude  sublimely  done  ? — 
I1x*d,  like  the  Snake,  thy  fang  upon  the  San. 
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Yes,  thou  most  generous  Youth :  thy  hostile  art 
Hath  lodged  a  poisonous  shaft  in  Britain's  heart: 
Thy  arm  hath  dragged  the  Column  to  the  ground, 
The  sacred  wonder  of  the  Uealnis  around, 
To  make  snug  comfortiible  Habitations 
For  thee  and  all  thy  pitiful  Relations. 
Barbarian-like,  how  like  those  Sons  of  Spoil 
Whose  impious  hands  on  liallowed  structures  toil; 
Base  throng,  that  llirough  Palmyra's  Temple  digs, 
To  form  a  Lodging  for  themselves  and  I'igs ! 

Oh  !  if  ambition  prompts  thy  soaring  soul 
To  live  the  theme  of  future  times  with  lloUe ; 
Thrice-happy  Youth,  like  /lis  shall  shine  thy  name 
Who  gave  tb'  Kphesiini  Wonder  to  the  flame. 

Sick  at  the  name  of  Rolle  (to  thee  though  dear), 
The  name  abhorr'd  by  Honour's  shrinking  car, 
I  draw  reluctant  from  tliy  venal  throng, 
And  give  it  mention  though  it  blasts  my  song. 

How  couldst  thou  bid  that  Rolle,  despised  by  all. 
On  helpless  beauty  like  a  Mastifl"  fall ; 
Then  meanly  to  correct  tlie  Brute  pretend. 
And  claim  the  merit  of  the  Fair  One's  friend*? 

•  A  most  wanloD  and  illiberal  air»i'k  made  by  Ihii  man  on  Mm.  FiUlirrb 
in  Ihe  Houae  of CManom,  fxctfds  ill  precfdent. 
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Art  thou  the  Youth  on  whom  the  Virtaes  smile, 
The  boasted  Saviour  of  our  sinking  isle  ? 
O'er  such,  Oblivion,  be  thy  wing  display'd  \ 
Oh !  waft  them  from  the  Gibbet  to  thy  Shade ! 

Yet  what  expect  from  theCy  whose  icy  breast, 
A  stranger  to  their  charm,  the  Loves  detest  ? 
Thee,  o'er  whose  heart  the  fascinating  Pow'r 
Ne'er  knew  the  triumph  of  one  soften'd  hour  ? 
To  give  thy  flinty  soul  the  tender  sigh, 
Vain  is  the  radiance  of  the  brightest  eye. 
In  vain  for  thee  of  beauty  blooms  the  rose ; 
In  vain  the  swelling  bosom  spreads  its  snows : 
A  Joseph  thou,  against  the  sex  to  strive ; 
Dead  to  those  charms  that  keep  the  World  alive. 

In  vain  thy  malice  pours  its  frothy  tide, 
In  vain,  the  virtues  of  thy  Prince  to  hide. 
Thou  and  thy  imps,  to  dim  his  rising  ray, 
Urg^  Clouds  on  Clouds  to  thwart  the  golden  Day. 
Mad  toil !  I  see  his  Orb  superior  pass, 
That  smiles  triumphant  on  the  sable  Mass. 

O  Pitt !  a  Sister  Kingdom  damns  thy  deeds. 
And  pities  hapless  Britain  as  she  bleeds. 
Hibemia  scorns  each  meanly  treacherous  art 
Hatcb'd  by  the  base  Rebellion  of  thy  heart ; 
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That  crawls  an  Aspic  bloated  black  with  fate. 
To  pour  a  dire  contain  through  the  State. 
ShCj  with  an  honest  voice,  her -Prince  approves. 
And  nobly  trusts  the  virtues  that  she  loves : 
Detests  a  Hangnian*s  unremittbg  toil, 
To  break  upon  the  wheel  a  happy  Isle ; 
Who  yet,  to  push  the  guilt  and  folly  further, 
Suborns  Addresses  to  applaud  the  Murther. 

Who  but  must  laugh  to  see  thy  boasted  friends, 
On  whose  poor  rotten  trunks  thy  all  depends  ? 
See  Bute's  mean  Parasite,  thy  Spaniel  creep. 
Whose  Argus'  eyes  of  avarice  never  sleep  ; 
A  close  State  Leech,  who,  sticking  to  the  Nation, 
As  Adders  deaf  to  Honour*s  execration. 
Sucks  from  its  throat  the  blood  by  night,  by  day. 
Nor  till  the  State  expires  will  drop  away. 

Yet  see  another  Fiend,  with  scowling  eye. 
Who  draws  from  Nature's  soul  h^  deepest  sigh ; 
Ashamed  her  hand  should  usher  into  light 
What  fate  should  whelm  with  everlasting  ni^t ! 
Lost  by  his  arts,  behold  the  beauteous  Maid 
Whom  Innocence  herself  could  ne  er  upbraid  *, 

•  The  mebndioly  ctrcmnttaiice  aDiided  to  Iwre,  the  fimily  of  Dr.  Lynch, 
Cuterbiiry,  can  best  espkiii. 
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Siuik  a  pale  victim  to  the  gaping  tomb. 
While  all  but  he  with  grief  survey'd  her  doom ; 
Whose  heart  disdain'd  to  feel ;  whose  eye  severe, 
Compassion  never  melted  with  a  tear. 

Yet,  left  in  silence  to  himself  alone, 
Aghast  he  heaves  the  conscience-wQunded  groan. 
At  every  sound,  how  horror  heaves  the  sigh ! 
How  dangers  tliicken  on  his  strcuning  eye ! 
He  sees  her  Phantom,  form'd  by  treacherous  Love, 
Droop  m  the  grot,  and  pine  amid  the  grove : 
He  marks  her  mien  of  woe,  her  cheek  so  pale, 
And  trembles  at  her  shrieks  that  pierce  the  gale. 
At  night's  deep  noon  what  fears  his  soul  invade ! 
How  wild  he  startd  amidst  the  spectred  shade ! 
And,  dreading  every  hopeles|  hour  the  last, 
He  hears  the  call  of  Death  in  every  blast. 

Such  are  thy  Colleagues  *,  O  thou  patriot  Boy, 
Whose  heads  and  hearts  thy  virtues  dare  employ ; 
Who,  crouching  at  thy  heels,  like  Bloodhounds  wait, 
To  fasten  on  the  vitals  of  the  State. 

*  We  imitt  not  fiMrget,  boireTer,  Monetin  his  Grace  of  Ridmioiid  and 
Uury  Dondai,  oom  fhirimiM  eUtt,  thoagb  they  have  not  the  honour  of  being 
aaatioBed  id  our  Poetical  Calendar. 
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Such  are  the  Miscreants  who  would  rule  the  Realm : 
Such  the  black  Pirates  that  would  seize  the  Helm. 

Had  not  I  known  thee,  Pitt,  the  Muse  had  sworn, 
That,  blest  to  see  the  State  to  atoms  torn, 
Hell  with  her  host  had  drawn  each  damned  plan, 
And  for  the  murder  nursed  thy  dark  Divan. 

■ 

Speak,  hath  thy  heart,  with  mad  ambition  fired. 
Like  Cromwells,  hot  for  power,  to  Thrones  aspired ? 
Then  may  that  young  old  traiterous  bosom  feel 
The  rapid  vengeance  of  some  virtuous  steel : 
Or  what,  to  bosoms  not  quite  flint,  is  worse. 
May  Heaven  with  hoary  age  a  Rebel  curse ; 
From  sweet  society  behold  him  torn, 
Condemned,  like  Cain,  to  walk  the  World  forlorn. 

Thus  rous'd  to  anger  fw  my  Country's  wrong, 
The  Muse,  for  vengeance  panting,  pour'd  her  Song. 
But,  ah !  in  vain  I  wished  the  blessing  mine, 
To  plant  a  Scorpion*s  Sting  in  every  Line. 

Now  Prudence  gently  puU'd  the  Poet's  ear ; 
And  thus  the  Daughter  of  the  blue-eyed  Maid^^ 
In  flattery's  soothing  sounds,  divinely  said: 

"  O  Peter !  eldest  bom  of  Phcebus,  hear ; 

*  Minenra. 
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Whose  Verse  t:ould  ravish  Kings,  relax  the  claw 
Of  that  gaunt  hungry  savage  christened  Law ; 
Indeed  thou  wantest  worldly  Wisdom,  Peter, 
To  mix  a  little  oftener  with  thy  Metre : 
Lo !  if  thine  eye  Dame  Fortune's  smile  pursues, 
To  oily  Adulation  prompt  the  Muse. 

"  Give  for  the  future  all  thy  Rhymes  to  Praise ; 

Strike  to  the  glorious  Pitt  thy  sounding  Lyre: 
Thy  Head  may  then  be  crown'd  with  Warton's  Bays, 

And  Mutton  twirl  with  spirit  at  thy  fire." — 

"  Prudence,"  quoth  I,  "  indeed,  indeed  I  cant: 
Don't  ask  me  to  turn  Rogue  and  Sycophant." 

Now  with  a  Smile,  first-cousin  to  a  Grin, 
Dame  Prudence  answer  d,  bridling  up  her  chin : 

"  Sweet,  harmless,  pretty,  conscientious  Pigeon ! 
Ah,  Peter !  well  I  ween,  thou  art  not  rich : 
Know,  that  thou'lt  die  like  Beggars  in  a  Ditch ; 

Know  too,  that  Hunger  is  of  no  Religion. 

*^  Sit  down  and  make  a  Horace-Imrtation, 
Like  Pope ;  and  let  the  Stanza  glow 
With  praise  of  Messieurs  Pitt  and  Co.^ 

The  present  worthy  Rulers  of  the  Nation." 
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With  puraed^up  Puritanic  mouth  ao  prim, 

Thus  spoke  Dame  Prudence  to  the  Bard  of  Whim ; 

M^ho,  with  politeness  seldom  running  o'er, 
For  Inspiration  scratch*d  his  tuneful  sconce. 
To  please  Dame  Oracle  for  once — 

A  Dame,  some  say^  he  never  saw  before. 


IMITATION  OF  HORACE. 


(ODEXU.    BOOK  I.) 


ON  MESSIEURS  PITT  AND  CO. 

Muse,  having  dropped  Sir  Joseph  and  the  King, 
*  What  sort  of  Gentry  shall  we  deign  to  sing? 

*  What  high  and  mighty  Name  that  all  adore  ? 
What  ministerial  Wight  that  bribes  each  Cit, 
Wolf-like  to  ^  howl  for  homage  to  King  Pitt, 

And  set  each  smoky  alehouse  in  a  roar ; 
That  sends  to  counties,  borough-towns,  his  Crimps, 
Alias  his  vote-seducing  Pimps, 


AD  AUGUSTUM. 

I. 

*  QuSM  virum  aut  heroa  lyrA  vel  acri 
Ttbid  sumes  celebrare^  Clio  ? 
^  Quern  deum^  cujua^  recinet  jocosa 
Nomen  imago^ 

i2 
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To  bribe  the  Mob  with  brandy,  beer,  and  ^sopg, 
To  put  their  greasy  Bsts  to  court  addresses. 
Full  of  professions  kind,  and  sweet  caresses, 

And  'witli  a  Fiddle  lead  the  ^Logs  along? 

Shall  Domford,  king  of  wine,  and  mum,  and  perry, 
Ik^  crowned  with  Lyric  bays,  w*ith  Master  Merry ; 
Two  Sagt's  who,  in  different  places  bom, 
^  Chick  I  Jine  and  Black-boy  Alley  did  adorn  ? 

Or,  Muse^  suppose  we  sing  *King  Pitt  himself, 
*Thc  greatcsl  man  on  earth ;  a  cunning  elf, 

•*\VIh)  itri^Ttli,  Jehu-like,  the  church  and  state: — 
And^  ^^  iK\t  to  Ro\*al  Pitt,  we'll  sing  ^'the  Dame 
Oi  oyim.  generous  charitable  iame, 

luuncnliiu!  saJ  a  Monarches  hapless  &te ; 
Whi\  ihiHigh  inuu^xVI  by  Sorrow^s  dart  so  cnid. 
So  i^nhtcnu  numl^er^  each  bank-iK>le  and  jeweL 

N<w  shall  wt'  by  okl  ^^  Bacchus  Weymouth  pasi» 
A  iollv  ielk»K  o*er  his  cUs* : — 

N%Y.  ^^  Nch^ienbef^  shall  Iboii  a  Sbrinip  appear ; 
\Vhi>>c  paUnr  Vm^^  a  damtr  dbli, 
\^  !>i\<r  iKvit)  m  *^ combat  $hme  ^midi  iesh  and  feh^ 

\\  iMT  SuYiliu  Stomach  hoUb  a  fiuti  at  Brt; 
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II. 

'^Aut  in  umbrasis  Helicmis  oris^ 
Aut  super  Pindo,  gelidove  in  Hamo  f 
Unde  *  vocalem  temtri  insecuta 
Orphta  sylvce, 

IIL 
Arte  maternd  rapidos  morantem 
Fluminum  lapsuSy  celeresque  ventos^ 
Blandum  et  auritas  ^Jidibus  canoris 
Ducere  ^quercus. 

TV. 

Quid  prius  dicam  solitis  ^parentis 

Laudibus;  ^^  qui  res  hominum  ac  deorum^ 
Qui  mare  et  terras^  variisque  mundum 
Temperat  horis  ? 

V. 
•  Unde  nil  mqjus  generatur  ipso; 

Nee  viget  quidquam  simile^  aut  secundum : 

"  Prarimos  illi  tamen  occupcwit 

**  Pallas  honores. 

VI. 
^^PraUi^  audaxy  neque  te  silebo, 

*^  Liber;  et  savis  inimica  '*  Virgo 

^^Belluis :  nee  te  metuende  certdj 

Phcebe,  sagittd. 
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W\u)  mnm  fititlt  keep  a  Sale-shop  for  good  Places 
(For  which  mj  oft  the  people  squabble, 

I'Votfi  gdphtff  Coblers  to  their  gaping  Graces), 
And  thuH  provide  for  great  and  little  Rabble. 

ni  sing  how  ''^cahtily  Cainden  takes  the  bit, 
And  trots  so  mildly  under  Master  Pitt : 

And  '"Thurlow  too,  whom  none  but  Pitt  could  tame; 
Who,  blest  with  Master  Billy *s  finest  saddle, 
**  No  longer  makes  our  brains  with  neighing  addle^ 

No  longer  now  Job's  War-horse  snorting  flame ; 
Hut  that  slow  Hrute  whom  few  or  none  revere, 
Famed  for  his  One  base  voice  and  length  of  ear  ; 

•**  Yet  now  so  gentle,  you  may  smootfi  his  nose ; 

Poor  Chancellor*  will  make  no  riot : 
Tahn  in  his  sull  ^^  his  aged  limbs  repose^ 

Ami  piMscd  \\c  cats  hb  oats  and  hay  in  quieL 

Huti  1  Vin  si>  tmmc^  amid  ibe  Courtier  throng 
8)>aU  dnu^  ih<nr  ii^a^^icr  WiUiani  $  coach  akxi^ 

Ami  raii^  ll>c  wx^xWr  iM^  the  Million  ; 
JuM  hko  t>K\>  lUdUk^  in  a  ccnmlrv-tDwii, 
IImi  ^calU^>  in  their  hanicss  u}>  and  do>Kxi. 

^^  lUi  MvHMcnir  Monkey  K)r  pcis4iUoa. 
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VII. 


Dicam  et  "  Akiden :  ^puerosque  Leda^ 
Hunc  equisj  ilium  superare  pugw, 
Nobilem  ;  quorum  simul  alba  nautis 
Stella  ^refuUit, 


VUL 


*•  Defluit  sdvis  agitatus  humor, 
^Concidunt  vent Iffugiunt que  nubes, 
Et  miruLv  (qudd  sic  voluere)  ponto 
Unda  ^*  recumbit. 


IX 


Romulum  post  hos  pridsj  an  ^'^  quietum 
Pompili  regnum  memoremj  an  '*  super  bos 
TarquinifasceSy  dubito,  an  ^  Catonis 
Nobile  lethum. 
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Well  sing  the  ^  Brothers  of  our  loving  Queen, 
Fine  hungry,  hearty  Youths  as  e*er  were  seen  ; 

Who,  if  once  tried,  would  ^  shine,  I  make  no  doubt : 
And  chiefly  he  who  merits  high  rewards, 
Who,  wriggling  to  the  Hanoverian  Guards, 

Kept  the  poor  Prince  of  Brunswick  out ; 
Although  so  brave  a  prince,  who  spilt  his  blood 
So  freely  for  the  King  of  England's  good  *. 


We'll  sing  too  Master  Rolle,  who,  fond  of  fame, 
^  High-daring,  from  the  Land  of  Dumplings  came. 

To  bear  the  Minister,  to  be^his  Ass; 
Like  Conjuror  Balaam's  reasoning  Brute, 
That  carried  Balaam,  Balak  to  salute, 

And  curse  the  Israelites,  alas  ! 


And,  lo !  as  did  the  Lord, 

Who  oped  the  mouth  of  Balaam's  Beast : 
So  hath  our  Lord,  Squire  Pitt,  upon  my  word ; 

Oped  Master  RoUe's,  to  give  the  House  b,  feast. 


•  Tliis  b  sctreely  credible,  bat  it  w  nerertbeleft  true.    Hie  Prinee  of  Bnmt- 
wick's  geoioi  wat  forced  to  yield  to  the  jM|wfitr  one  of  the  QnecaTs  Brotlier. 
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Yet,  hang  it !  Devonshire  is  by  Aram  *  beat, 
A  circumstance  that  wrings  the  Poet's  soul ; 

For  Balaam's  Jackass  made  a  speech  quite  neat, 
Which  never  yet  was  done  by  Pitt's  poor  Rolle. 

Or  shall  I  sing  *^old  Cornwall's  death  ? 

Or  fierce  Sir  BuUface,  who  resign'd  his  breath 

With  Brother  Cornwall  in  the  self-same  year ; 

A  downright  Bear, 
Who  bade  a  Monarch,  like  a  Boy  at  School, 
Not  spend  his  money  like  a  Fool  ? 

We  too  might  sing  the  King  of  Swine ; 
Sir  Joseph,  peerless  in  the  fattening  line. 

We  too  may  Brudenell  sing,  who,  some  time  since, 
Admired  and  loved,  adored  and  praised,  his  Prince ; 

Followed  him.  Spaniel-like,  about; 
Swore  himself  black  (poor  fellow !)  in  the  face. 
That  he  would  ten  times  rather  lose  his  Place 

Than  leave  Him — Thus  said  he  with  phiz  devout : 

*  Balaam's  coacnhy^teof. 
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But  when  it  came  to  pass  his  Hi^iness  tried  him, 
Thb  ^  false  Apostle,  Peter-like,  denied  him. 

Well  sing  Lx)rd  Galloway,  a  man  of  note, 
Who  tum*d  his  taylor,  much  enraged,  away, 

Because  he  stitchM  '^a  Star  upon  his  coat 
So  small,  it  scarcely  threw  a  ray ; 

Whereas  he  wish'd  a  Planet  huge  to  flame, 

To  put  the  ^  Moon's  full  orb  to  shame : 

He  wanted  one  so  large,  with  rays  so  thick. 
As  to  eclipse  ^  the  Star  of  Sir  John  Dick  ; 
Sir  John,  who  got  his  Star,  so  bright  and  stout, 
For  making  super-excellent  sour  crout*. 

Or,  Muse,  suppose  we  sing  the  Speaker's  ^  wig, 
In  which,  'tis  said,  a  world  of  wisdom  lies : 

Which,  to  a  Head-piece  scarcely  worth  a  fig, 
Importance  gives,  that  greatly  doth  surprise ; 

When  '*  through  the  chaos  of  the  House  he  bawls 

For  Order,  that  oft  flies  Saint  Stephen's  walls ; 


•  This  booomr  of  th«  Star  wat  remlly  confened  oo  htm  by  the  Empreft  of 
Rnssni,  for  funusliins  the  Rnstian  fleet  in  the  Mcditerraimui  with  the  mboTe 
Cabbageniaoiifiicture,  to  Amrpen  their  courage  for  a  maisacre  of  the  poor 
Turks. 
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X. 


Regulumj  et  Scauros^  ^  amnuBquc  magna 
Prodigum  Paulumj  ^^  superantt  Pana^ 
^^  Grains  insigni  referam  Canusnd,   . 
Fabriciumque. 


.  I 


XI. 


HunCj  et  incomptis  Curium  ^capilHs 
^*  Uiilem  belloy  tulit^  et  Camillumy 
Sava  paupertaSy  et  avitus  apto 
Cum  tare  fundus. 


XII. 

^^Crescit  occulta  velut  ^^ arbor  (Evo 
Fama  MarcellL    Micat  inter  omnes 
Julium  "  sidusy  velut  inter  ^  igncs 
^^Luna  minores. 
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Driven  by  a  host  of  scrapes,  and  hawks,  and  hums, 
And  blowing  noses,  that  distract  her  drums. 

For,  Muse,  we  can't  well  sing  poor  Grenville's  Head, 
Because  it  wanteth  eyes,  imperfect  creature  ! 

Again  :  its  lining  happeneth  to  be  lead ; 
Such  are  the  whimsicalities  of  Nature : 

And  thus  this  speaking  Head-piece  is,  no  doubt, 

As  dark  xvithin  as  certes  'tis  without. 

Yet  was  this  Youth  proclaimed  a  pretty  Sprig, 

A  very  promising,  a  ^  thriving  Twig, 

That  by  his  parents  dear  was  said  would  be, 

In  time,  a  very  comely  ^  Tree ; 

And,  what  those  parents  dear  would  also  suit^ 

Produce  enormous  quantities  oi fruity 

By  God's  good  grace,  and  much  good  looking  after : 

A  thought  that  now  convulseth  us  with  laughter. 

Suppose  we  chaunt  old  Willis  and  his  Whip, 

At  which  the  human  hide  revolts ; 
Who  bids,  like  Grasshoppers,  his  Pupils  skip, 

And  breaks  ^Mad  Gentlemen  like  Colts ; 
Or  trains  them,  like  a  Pointer,  to  his  hand  : — 
''And  such  the  mighty  ConJuror^s  command, 
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He,  by  the  magic  of  sticks,  ropes,  and  eyes, 
Commands  wild  Folly  to  be  tame  and  wise. 

Or  grant  we  throw  away  a  verse  or  two 

Upon  the  Bedchamber  s  most  idle  imps  ; 
Those  Lords  of  Gingerbread,  a  gaudy  crew, 
Sticking  together  just  like  social  Shrimps : 
Regardless  who  the  State  Coach  drives, 
So  they  may  lead  good  merry,  lazy  lives ; 
Pleased  e  en  from  Devils  to  receive  their  pay, 
So  they,  like  Moths,  may  flutter  life  away. 

*•  Pitt  shall  the  House  of  Commons  rule. 
And  eke  of  poor  Incurables  the  School  ; 
And  pour  on  such  the  vengeance  of  his  spleen, 
As  meanly  think  of  Hastings  and  the  Queen. 

XIII. 

^  Gent  is  humancB  pater  atque  custos^ 
Orte  Saturno,  ^^  tibi  cura  magni 
C Maris  fat  is  data:  -^tu  secundo 
Casare  regnes. 

XIV. 

^  IIU  seu  Parthos  Latio  imminentes 
Egeritjusto  domitos  triumpho^ 
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On  diamonds  Pitt  and  Co.  shall  largely  feast, 
^  Knock  down  the  Nabobs,  and  exhaust  the  East. 

*•  O  -Lady,  whose  great  wisdom  thinketh  fit 
'^  To  spread  thy  petticoat  o'er  William  Pitt ! 
This  William  Pitt  and  thou,  without  a  joke, 
Will  turn  out  most  extraordinary  folk. 

^  Pitt  and  the  Petticoat  shall  rule  together, 

Each  with  the  other  vastly  taken ; 
Make,  when  they  choose,  or  fair  or  filthy  weather, 

And  cut  up  Kingdoms  just  like  Bacon« 


^  Sive  subjecios  OrientU  oris 
Seras  et  Indos  ; 

XV. 

♦^  Tc  minor  latum  reget  aquus  orbem : 
Tu  grcroi  curru  quaties  Olympum^ 
Tu  parum  cast  is  inimica  mittes 
Fulmina  lucis. 
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Thus  having  finish'd,  Prudence  with  a  stare 

Exclaim'd,  "  Rank  irony,  thou  wicked  Poet." — 
Quoth  I,  "  My  little  Presbyterian  Fair, 

/ know  it'' — 
"  Ah ! "  quoth  the  Dame  again,  with  lifted  eyes> 
"  When  will  this  stupid  World  be  wise  ? 

"  Ah !  had  the  Prince  his  proper  interest  felt, 
And,  like  Bucephalus  the  famous,  knelt 

To  take  Pitt  Alexander  on  his  back. 
He  might  have  ambled  prettily  along. 
And  very  rarely  felt  his  Rider's  thong  ; 

Just  now  and  then  a  gentle  smack, 
T*  inform  his  Royal  Colt  what  Being  rode  him, 
And  with  such  dignity  bestrode  him. 

"  Yes :  had  his  Highness  but  vouchsafed  to  stoop. 
With  heaven-born  Pitt  he  might  have  eat  his  soup ; 
Joyed  in  the  full  possession  of  his  wishes. 
And  with  his  servant  shared  the  loaves  and  fishes.'' 
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Qui  vent  peiodre  pour  Klmmortalitc, 
Doit  peindre  des  Sots. 

FONTENELLE. 


VOL.  XX. 


TO  THE  READER. 

The  rage  for  Historical  Pictures  m  this  kingdom,  so 
nobly  rewarded  by  Messieurs  Boydell  and  Macklin, 
hath,  with  the  great  encouragement  of  two  or  three 
of  the  principal  Muses,  tempted  me  to  offer  Subjects 
to  the  Labourers  in  the  Graphic  Vineyard.  When 
Shakspeare  and  Milton  are  exhausted,  I  may  presume 
that  the  following  Odes,  Tales,  and  Hints,  in  prefer- 
ence to  the  Labours  of  any  other  of  our  British  Bards, 
may  be  adopted  by  the  Brush  of  Genius.— Had  I  not 
thus  stepped  forward  as  the  Champion  of  my  own 
Merit  (which  is  deemed  so  necessary  now-a-days  for 
the  obtention  of  public  notice,  not  only  by  Authors, 
but  by  tfite-maJcers,  perfumers,  elastic  truss  and  Par- 
liament-speech makers,  &c.  who,  in  the  daily  news- 
paperSi  are  the  heralds  of  tkeir  aivn  splendid  abili- 
lities),  I  might  possibly  be  passed  by  without  obser- 
vation ;  and  thus  a  great  part  of  a  poetical  Immorta- 
lity be  sacrificed  to  a  pitiful  mauvaise  honte. 
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Scentj  the  Royal  Academy. 

Peace  aad  good  will  to  this  fiur  Meeting ! 
I  came  not  with  hostility,  but  greeting ; 

Not  Ea^e-like  to  saream,  but  Dove-like  coo  iL 
I  come  not  with  the  sword  of  vengeance.  Rhyme;, 
To  slash,  and  act  as  Joum^fman  to  Time : 

The  God  himself  is  just  arrived  to  do  it. 

To  make  each  feeble  Figure  a  poor  Cone^ 
I  come  not,  with  the  shaAs  of  Satire  sporting ; 

Tlien  view  me  not  like  Stubbs's  staring  Horse, 
With  terror  on  th' i^^[iroaching  Lion  snorting: 

I  come  to  bid  the  Hatchet^s  labour  cease. 

And  smoke  with  friends  the  Calumet  of  peace. 

Kn^t  of  the  Polar  Star,  or  Bear,  dcm^t  start; 

AuL  like  some  kmg-eared  creatures,  bray  '^  What  art  ?" 
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Sir  William,  shut  your  ell-wide  mouth  of  terror. 
I  come  not  here,  believe  me,  to  complain 
Of  such  as  dared  employ  thy  building  brain. 

And  criticise  an  economic  error*. 

I  come  not  here  to  call  thee  Knave  or  Fool, 
And  bid  thee  seek  again  Palladio's  school ; 
Or  copy  Heaven,  who  formed  thy  head  so  thick, 
To  give  stability  to  stone  and  brick. 
No ;  'twould  be  cruel  now  to  make  a  rout : 
The  very  Stones  already  have  cried  out 

I  come  not  here,  indeed,  new  Cracks  to  spy, 
And  call  thee  for  the  workmanship  hard  names ; 

To  point  which  Wing  shaH  next  forsake  the  sky, 
And  tumble  in  the  Strand,  or  in  tiie  Thames. 

Nor  come  I  here  to  cover  thee  with  shftme^ 

For  putting  clever  Academic  Men, 

Like  Calves  or  Pigs,  into  a  pen^ 
To  see  the  King  of  Rn^^and  aad  his  DaiMf, 

•  A  Iarf«  portion  of  the  Royal  Academy,  raised  at  an  extnM>rdiMry  openeei 
fell  to  tlie  ground  lately ;  Imt  av  llw  KBifffat  i»  mfintmUt  at  Omt%  fta  in* 
if  done.  Tlie  Nation  is  ukU  to  rear  it  again ;  which  will  be  a  benefit-tidLet  in 
Sir  WtUiain't  way. 

t  Sir  WiUiam  actually  pife  orders  for  the  non-admisrion  of  tlM  BayaMcnde- 
kita  tbe  Academy,  t#8et  tk*  R^y«l  VlMnriMi  iMtfUtflH  Mkiftfli 
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'Midst  cartB  and  coaches,  golden  horse  and  foot, 
'Midst  peopled  windows,  chimneys,  and  old  wallsi 

'Midst  marrow-bones  and  cleavers,  fife  and  flute, 
Passing  in  pious  pilgrimage  to  Paul's ; 

Where,  as  the  Show  of  Gingerbread  went  by. 
The  rain,  as  if  in  mockery,  from  the  sky, 
Dribbled  on  every  Academic  knob, 
And  wash'd  each  Pigtail  smart,  and  powder'd  Bob : 

Wash'd  many  a  Visage,  black,  and  brown,  and  fair, 
Giving  to  each  so  picturesque  an  air ; 
Resembling  that  of  drooping  rain-soak'd  Fowls ; 
Or,  what's  a  better  picture,  parboil'd  Owls ; 
While  thou,  great  Jove  upon  Olympus  apmg, 
Didst  sit  majestic,  from  a  window  gaping. 

O  West !  that  fix*d  and  jealous  eye  forbear. 

Which  scowling  marks  the  Bard  with  doubt  and  fear; 

Thy  Forms  are  sacred  from  my  wrath  divine : 
TTwere  cruel  to  attack  such  crippled  creatures, 
So  very,  very  feeble  in  their  natures. 

Already  gasping  in  a  deep  decline. 

•ome  Women  and  Childrao  of  tut  acqwhitancc  Wbo  wiiked  to  see  tbe  Show. 
Haifa  doxen  Boards  were  consequently  ordered  to  be  put  together  oo  the  out- 
side of  the  BoUdinf ,  for  ibeir  reception. 
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I  seek  them  not  with  scalping-thou^ts  indeed ; 
Too  great  my  soul  to  bid  the  Figures  bleed : 
No,  peace  and  happiness  attend  'em ; 
Where'er  they  go,  poor  imps,  God  mend  'em! 

I  come  not  to  impute  to  thee  the  crime 
Of  ctcer-dea&ng  in  the  true  Sublime ; 

I  scorn  with  malice  thiis  thy  fiune  to  wound : 
Nor  cruel  to  declare,  and  hurt  thy  trade, 
That  too  divine  effects  of  Light  and  Shade 
Were  eoer  'midst  thy  Labours  to  be  found : — 

Nor  swear,  to  blast  an  atom  of  thy  merit. 
That  Elegance,  Expression,  Spirit, 
Too  stfvngly  from  thy  Canvas  blaze ; 
And  damn  thee  thus  with  RaphaeFs  praise. 
Besides,  against  the  stream  I  scorn  to  rush ; 
The  World  neer  said  nor  thought  it  of  thy  Brush. 

Were  I  to  write  thy  Epitaph,  I'd  say, 
''  Here  lies  below  a  Pamter's  Clay, 

Who  work'd  away  most  furiously  for  Kings ; 
And  proved  that  lire  of  Liclination 
For  pleasing  the  Great  Ruler  of  a  Nation, 

And  Fire  of  Genius,  are  two  different  things."* 
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Nor  come  I  here  t'  inform  some  men  so  wia^ 
Who  shine  not  yet  upon  the  R,  A.  list, 

That  Limbs  in  Spasms  and  crack'dj  and  goggling  Eyes, 
Witti  Grandeur  cannot  well  exist 

Nay,  let  it  be  recorded  in  my  llhyme, 

Convulsions  cannot  give  the  true  Sublime« 

Saint  Vitus  might  be  virtuous  to  romance 
(Peace  to  the  tnanes  of  that  capering  Saint ! ) ; 
Yet  let  me  tell  the  Sons  of  Pamt, 

Sublimity  adometh  not  his  dance. 

Wide  Saucer  Eyes,  and  dire  Distortion, 
Will  only  make  a  good  Abortion. 

No,  Landscape-painters :  let  your  gold  streams  sleep ; 

Sleep  golden  skies  and  bulls,  and  golden  cows, 
And  golden  groves  and  vales,  and  golden  sheep^ 

And  golden  goats,  the  golden  grass  that  brouse ; 

Which  with  such  golden  lustre  flame, 

As  beats  the  very  golden  Frame. 

Peace  to  the  scenes  of  Birmingham's  bri^t  school ! 

Peace.to  the  brighter  scenes  of  Pontipool ! 

Awed  I  approach,  ye  Sovereigns  of  tiie  Brush, 
With  Modesty's  companion  sweet,  a  blush, 
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And  hesitation  natural  to  her  tongue : 
And  eye  so  diffident,  with  beam  so  mild, 
like  Eve*8  when  Adam  on  her  beauties  smil'd> 

And  led  her  blushing,  nothing  Uth,  along ; 
To  give  the  Lady  a  green  gewn,  so  sweet, 
On  beds  of  roaes,  Love's  delicious  seat* 

Yes,  sober,  trembling,  Quaker-like,  I  come 
To  this  great  Dome, 

To  offer  Subjects  to  the  Sons  of  Paint. 
Accept  the  pleasant  Tales  and  Hints  I  bring, 
Of  Knight  and  Lord,  and  Commoner  and  Kin^ 

Sweeter  than  History  of  embowel'd  Saint ; 
Or  Martyr  beat  like  Shrovetide  Cocks  with  bats. 
And  fired  like  turpentined  poor  roasting  Rats. 

Inimical  as  Dogs  to  t^, 
Or  Wind  and  Rain  to  powdcr'd  W%8, 
Or  Mud  firom  kennels  to  a  milk-white  Stocking ; 
Hostile  to  Peter's  Phiz  as  if  a  Pest, 
Why  springs  the  Man  of  History,  Master  West, 
And  cries,  '^  Off,  off!  your  tales  and  hints  are  shocking; 
Inventions,  fabrications ;  lies,  damn'd  lies : 
Kings,  and  the  World  besides,  thy  spite  desjnse. 
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"  Sir,  you're  a  Ikr,  every  body  knows  it ; 
Sir,  every  stupid  stanza  shows  it ; 

Sir,  you  know  nothing  of  a  King  or  Queen  ; 
In  spheres  too  high  their  Orbs  superior  roll. 
By  thy  poor  little,  groveling,  mole-eyed  soul, 

Thou  outcast  of  Parnassus,  to  be  seen* 

'^  Sir,  they  do  honour  to  their  godlike  station^ 
The  two  first  Luminaries  of  the  Nation, 

So  meek,  good,  generous,  virtuous,  humble,  wise ; 
While  thou  a  savage,  a  great  fool  so  hty 
Cursed  with  a  Conscience  blacker  than  my  Hat, 

Art  rival  to  that  fiend  the  Prmce  of  Lies. 

< 

"  Go,  pour  thy  venom  on  my  Lear* ; — 
A  whisper,  Hopkins,  Stemhold,  in  thy  ear: 

King  Lear,  to  mortify  thee,  goes 
Where  Majesty  delights  with  West  to  prate, 
Much  more  than  Ministers  of  State ; 

Where  thou  shalt  never  show  thy  nose : 

"  Where  Pages  fancy  it  a  heinous  crime. 
Thou  foul-mouth'd  fellow,  to  repeat  thy  Rhyme ; 

Where  every  Cook,  it  is  my  firm  belief, 
Would  nobly  make  it  a  religious  point. 
Rather  than  put  thy  Trash  upon  a  joint. 

To  let  the  Fire  consuming  hum  the  Beef. 

*  A  prtfttf  ktHMtiEriBi^  Skfitdi  flow  Id  Ibc  EsfaHritkML 
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**  There's  not  a  Shopkeeper  in  Windsor  town 

That  would  not  hang  thee,  shoot  thee,  stab  thee,  drown ; 

That  doth  not  damn  thy  stuff,  thy  Odes  and  Tales : 
That  doth  not  think  thy  Odes  would  give  Disease 
To  every  thing  they  wrapped ;  to  bread,  to  cheese ; 

Nay,  give  Contagion  to  a  Bag  of  Nails. 

"  The  very  Windsor  Dogs  and  Cats, 

The  very  Windsor  Owb  and  Bats, 
Would  howl  and  squall,  and  hoot  and  shriek,  to  meet 
like  thee  a  ragamuffin  in  the  street 

'^  The  Servant-maids  of  Windsor  from  each  shop. 
Some  pointing  brooms,  and  some  a  scornful  mop. 
Their  loyal  sentiments  would  disembogue. 
And  taunting  cry,  *  There  goes  a  lying  rogue.' 

'^  Behold  rank  impudence  thy  Rhymes  inspire ; 

Consummate  insolence  thy  verse  provoke! 
Fool,  to  believe  thy  Muse,  a  Muse  of  Fire ; — 

A  Chinmey-sweeper's  Drab,  a  Muse  of  Smoke. 

**  The  very  Bellman's  Rhymes  possess  more  merit : 
Nay,  Nichols'  Magazine  exceeds  in  spirit ; 
A  Printer  s  Devil,  with  conceit  so  drunk. 
Who  publishes  for  gentleman  and  trunk ; 

'^  Who  sets  up  Author  on  old  Bowyer*s  scraps ; — 
Bowyer,  whose  pen  recorded  all  the  raps 
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That  hungry  Authors  gave  to  Bowyer's  door, 
To  swell  the  curious  literary  store  : 

"  Who  on  a  purblind  Antiquarian's  back, 
A  foundered,  broken-winded  hack, 

Rides  out  to  find  old  farthings,  nails,  and  boqes ; 
On  darkest  Coins  the  brightest  Legend  reads. 
On  traceless  copper  sees  imperial  heads,  - 

And  makes  Inscriptions  older  than  the  Stones ; 

"  Bids  too,  to  give  his  customers  surprise, 
A  Druid  Altar  from  a  Pig-sty  rise. — 
Yes,  Nichols,  aping  wisdom  through  his  glasses, 
Thee,  thee,  Apollo's  Scavenger,  surpasses. 

"  Soon  shall  we  see  the  Fleet  thy  carcase  wring, 
Mean  through  the  prison-grate  for  farthings  angling; 

Suspending  feet  of  stockings  by  a  string, 

Or  glove  or  night-cap,  for  our  bounty  danglbg : 

"  While,  issuing  from  thy  mouth  begrimed  with  beard 
(Thy  pale  nose  poking  through  thy  prison-hole), 

The  hollow  voice  of  misery  will  be  heard, 
^  Kind  gemmarif  pity  a  poor  hungry  soul ; 

Have  pity  on  a  Prisoner's  case  so  shocking : 

Good  Lady,  put  a  farthing  in  the  stocking.* 
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**  What  impudence,  thus  bold  a  fece  to  push, 
Ann'd  with  a  winking  Light  of  paltry  Rush, 

As  if  with  Truth's  bright  Torch,  into  our  room  ; 
To  dart  on  ignorance  the  fwcied  rays, 
To  bid  of  barbarism  the  empire  blaze, 

And  kind  illumme  error's  midnight  gloom ! 

'^  Get  out,  and  pertly  don*t  come  troubling  me: 
A  Ddg  n  better  company  than  T^ieeJ" — 

I  thank  ye ;  much  obliged  t'ye.  Master  West, 
For  thoughts  so  kindy  and  prettify  exprest ; 

Yet  won't  I  be  refused,  I  won't  indeed : 
You  musty  you  skally  have  Tale,  and  Ode,  and  Hint ; 
This  Memory  of  mine  contains  a  Mint ; 

And  thus,  in  bold  defiance,  I  proceed. 

Yet  mind  me :  as  to  our  luright  King  and  Queen, 
T^eir  names  are  sacred  from  the  Poet's  spleen ; 

Peace  to  their  reign !  they  feel  no  more  my  jokes : 
Whether  to  Hanover  they  nnsefy  roam, 
Ovfidl  as  wisefy  count  their  Cash  at  home, 

My  Satire  shall  not  hurt  the  Gentlefolks. 

Pleased  in  a  Hut  to  brcMl  my  Mutton-booe, 
I  sigh  not  fior  the  Venisoii  of  a  Tbrone : 
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Nay,  Slavery  dotH  not  with  my  Pride  agree; 
A  Toad-eater's  an  imp  I  don^  admire  ; 
Nor  Royal  Small*talk  doth  my  soul  desire : 

Tve  seen  my  Sovereigns;  that's  enough  for  me. 


A  THOUSAND  Themes  for  Canvas  I  could  name. 
To  give  the  Artist  beef  and  fame : 

Lo !  Hodsell  in  his  Country-seat  so  fine, 
Where  'midst  his  Tulips  grin  stone  Apes  with  Parrots ; 
Where  Neptune  foams  aloi^  a  bed  of  Carrots, 

Instead  of  cleaving  tiHrou^  his  native  Brine  :-<^ 

Whene  Phoebus  strikes  to  Cabbages  his  Strings 
Where  Love  o'er  Garlic  waves  his  purple  Wings, 

Where  Mars  to  vanquish  Beets  heroic  leans ; 
And,  arm'd  with  Lightnings,  with  terrific  eyes, 
The  great  and  mighty  Ruler  of  the  Skies 

Sublimely  thunders  through  a  Bed  of  Beans : 

Close  by  whose  side  the  Haymakers  are  mating, 
And  Dutchmen  to  their  knees  in  Onions  skaiting. 
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A  mighty  Warrior  in  the  House  of  Lordsi 

Swallowmg,  alas !  a  bitter,  bitter  pill ; 
Eating,  poor  man,  his  own  sad  words, 

Exceedingly  against  his  noble  will ; 

While  Rawdon  by  his  side,  with  martial  face, 
Commandeth  him  to  swallow  with  a  grace; — 
Would  make  an  interesting  scene  indeed. 
And  show  the  courage  of  Kitig  Charleses  breed. 

How  like  a  Doctor,  forcing  down  the  throat 
Of  some  poor  pulmg  Child  a  Dose  of  Salts ; 
At  which  its  little  soul  revolts, 

With  wriggling  limbs,  wry  mouths,  and  piteous  note : 
Yet  forced  to  take  the  formidable  purge. 
Or  taste  a  bitterer  dose^  the  threatened  Scourge ! 


Or  Richmond,  watchful  of  the  State-salvation, 
Sprinkling  his  Ravelins  o  er  the  nation : 
Now  buying  Leathern  Boxes  up  by  tons, 
Improving  thus  the  nature  of  Great  Guns ; 
Guns  blest  with  double  natures,  mild  and  rough, 
To  give  a  Broadside,  or  a  Pinch  of  Snuff*. 

*  Tbe  Duke  abtolately  orderMi  Oumon  to  be  mide  of  Leather,  fnm  • 
box  maker;  which  at  Woolwich,  oo  Satnnfaiy  the  tecood  day  of  May  1789,  were 
Kriowly  frM,  and,  fike  amv  »  NoblenBt  fend  too  «f^ 
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Or  Richmond  at  the  enormous  Reckoning  struck^ 
At  Portsmouth  battling  hard  about  a  Duck  *. 


A  certain  high  and  mighty  Duchess, 

Hugging  her  Husband  in  her  Cat-like  clutches, 

Biting  and  tearing  him  with  brandy  zeal ; 
Whose  flax  in  heaps  is  seen  to  fly  around. 
While  he,  pale  wight,  emits  a  plaintive  sound, 

Like  animals  that  furnish  man  with  Veal  : 

Would  make  another  pleasing  scene, 
Showing  the  mettle  of  an  arrant  Quean ; 
Longing  to  shine  a  first-rate  Stai*  at  Court, 
For  Satire's  pen  a  subject  of  rare  sport; 
Longing  to  purify  a  luckless  blood, 
Deep-stain'd,  and  smelling  of  its  native  mud. 


The  valiant  Gloucester  at  the  army's  head. 
Drawn  as  the  glorious  Macedonian  Youth, 

In  battle  galloping  o  er  hills  of  dead, 
Would  glow  with  such  an  air  of  truth  ! 

*  At  Portsmouth  his  Grace,  not  longp  since,  bespoke  a  dinner  for  a  few  friends; 
4h9  became  no  impression  had  been  made  on  a  roasted  Duck,  Charles  Lenox, 
tkkjt  of  Richmond,  Earl  €^  March,  Master  €veneral  of  the  Ordnance,  Lord 
lieatenant  and  Cnstos  Rotnlomm  of  the  county  of  Sussex,  Duke  of  Lenox  in 
fffirtkr*^  and  Anbis:ny  in  France,  Knight  of  the  most  noble  Order  of  the  Garter, 

VOL.  II.  L 
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Not  on  a  Jackass  mounted,  but  a  Steed 
Of  old  Bucephalus's  breed. 


Salisbury  examining  the  iron  hands 

Of  Fame's  and  sweet  Saint  Giles's  blackguard  bands^ 

That  clap  our  Kings  to  Parliament  and  Play ; 
Salisbury  too,  gauging  all  their  gaping  throats, 
Exciseman-like,  to  find  the  best  for  notes. 

That  money  mayn't  be  thrown  away : 

Resolved  from  those  same  Legions  of  Vulgarity, 
To  getyi/// pawyaorths  of  Popularity ; 
Resolved  his  Master  shall  h^  fairly  treated, 
And  not,  as  usual,  by  his  servants  cheated. 


Suppose,  to  give  this  humour-loving  Isle 
A  pretty  opportunity  to  smile. 

You  paint  the  Solomon  of  yon  fieaned  place*. 
Where  fair  Philosophy,  the  heavenly  dame. 
By  barbarous  usage  covered  deep  with  shame. 

No  longer  shows  her  exiled  face; 
Where  cent,  per  cent,  in  \-alue  rise 
Toads,  tadpoles,  grasshoppers,  and  flies : — 

4[C.,  tlMMucbt  it  a  fTietow  MBpoaiboo ;  aod  eoowmwthr  cudeft^  tki 

of  tbe  inn  to  drdart  die  etctoem  peacv.  Hie  price  of  ifae  D«ck,  ficm  tke 

mtkb  v«  dooe  iccorfiHtW. 

•  IV  lUval  SodcCT. 
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Sappose  you  paint  Sir  Joseph  all  so  blest, 
With  many  a  parasitical  dear  guest, 

SwoU'n  by  their  flatteries  like  a  Bladder  big ; 
Throwing  away  of  learning  such  a  waste, 
And  proving  his  superior  classic  taste 

By  swallowing  the  sumen  of  a  Pig. 


Pitt  trying  to  unclench  Britannia's  fist, 

Imploring  money  for  a  King ; 
Telling  most  mournful  tales  of  Givil  List, 

The  Lady's  tender  heart  to  wring : 

Tales  of  expense  in  doctors'  bills, 

High  price  of  blisters,  boluses,  and  pills ; 

Long  journey  to  Saint  Paul's  t'  oblige  the  Nation, 

And  give  God  thanks  for  Restoration : — 

Britannia  with  arch  look  the  while, 

Partaking  strongly  of  a  smile, 

Pointing  to  that  huge  Dome  *,  the  Nation's  wealth ; 

Where  people  sometimes  place  their  Cash  by  stealthy 

And,  all  so  modest  with  their  secret  store. 

Inform  the  World  they're  j&oor,  ah!  very  poor. 


•  Tbe  Baak  of  £af Ind. 
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Bnidenell  and  Sy  moods  *  with  each  other  vying. 
Sweet  youths !  for  little  Norman's  f  favours  sighing  * 

A  picturesque  effect  would  form : 
That,  hugging  Mother  for  the  Daughter's  charms ; 
This,  with  the  yielding  damsel  in  his  arms, 

Taking  the  citadel  by  storm  : 
That,  running  with  the  Girl  in  triumph  off; 
This,  with  the  Dog,  the  Mother,  and  the  Muff. 


A  great  Law  Chief,  whom  God  nor  Demon  scares, 
Compell'd  to  kneel  and  pray ;{;,  who  swore  his  Prayers ; 

The  Devil  behind  him  pleased  and  grinning. 
Patting  the  angry  Lawyer  on  the  shoulder, 
Declaring  nought  was  ever  bolder ^ 

Admiring  such  a  tiacel  mode  of  sinning : 

Like  this,  a  subject  would  be  reckoned  rare. 
Which  proves  what  blood-game  infidels  can  dare; 
Which  to  my  memory  brings  a  fact 
That  nothing  but  an  English  Tar  would  act : — 


•  Lord  Bradeneirs  and  Sir  Richard  Syinoodi*t  contest  for  the  chmiay  Prise 
is  well  known  to  the  Opera  Hoose. 

t  A  pretty  bbick-eyed  Figutante  at  the  Open. 

:  On  the  TtenkisiTiiigHlay  at  SL  PaoTi. 
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THE  BOY  AND  THE  BOATSWAIN. 

In  ships  of  war,  on  Sundays,  prayers  are  given ; 
For,  though  so  wicked,  Sailors  think  of  Heaven, 

Particularly  in  a  Storm ; 
When,  if  they  find  no  brandy  to  get  drunk, 
Their  souls  are  in  a  miserable  funk : 

Then  vow  they  to  th'  Almighty  to  reform, 
If,  in  his  goodness,  only  once,  once  more, 
Hell  suffer  them  to  clap  a  foot  on  shore. 

In  Calms  indeed,  or  gentle  Airs, 

They  ne'er  on  week-days  pester  Heaven  with  pray'rs ; 

For  'tis  among  the  Jacks  a  common  saying, 

"  Where  there's  no  danger,  there's  no  need  of  praying." 

One  Sunday  morning  all  were  met 

To  hear  the  Parson  preach  and  pray; 
All  but  a  Boy,  who,  willing  to  forget 

That  prayers  were  handing  out,  had  stolen  away ; 
And,  thinking  praying  but  a  useless  task. 
Had  crawl'd,  to  take  a  nap,  into  a  cask. 

The  Boy  was  soon  found  missing,  and  full  soon 
The  Boatswain's  Cat  sagacious  smelt  him  out ; 

Crave  him  a  clawing  to  some  tune : 
This  Cat's  a  cousin-german  to  the  Knout*. 

*  A  conuBOD  pmiiriiBiciit  in  Rqmhu 
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"  Come  out,  you  sculking  Dog,"  the  Boatswain  cried, 
"  And  save  your  damn'd  young  sinful  soul  :** 

He  then  the  moral-mending  Cat  applied, 
And  tum*d  him  like  a  Badger  from  his  hole. 

Sulky  the  Boy  march'd  on,  and  did  not  mmd  him, 
Although  the  Boatswain  flogging  kept  behind  him. 
"  Flog,*'  cried  the  boy :  "  flog ;  curse  me,  flog  away : 
ni  gOj  but  mind ;  God  damn  me  if  111  pray  J" 


THE 

KING  OF  SPAIN  AND  THE  HORSE. 

Ix  seventeen  hundred  seventy-eight. 
The  rich,  the  proud,  the  potent  King  of  Spain ; 

Whose  Ancestors  sent  forth  their  troops  to  smite 
The  peaceful  natives  of  the  Western  Main ; 

With  faggots  and  the  blood-delighting  sword. 

To  play  the  devil,  to  oblige  the  Lord  : — 

For  hunting,  roasting  Heretics,  and  boiling, 
Baking  and  barbecuing,  frying,  broilmg, 

Was  thought  Heaven's  cause  amazingly  to  further; 
For  which  most  pious  reason,  hard  to  work 
They  went,  with  gun  and  dagger,  knife  and  fork, 

To  charm  the  God  of  Mercy  with  their  Murtber : — 
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I  say,  this  King  in  seventy^ight  surveyed, 
In  tapestry  so  rich  portrayed, 

A  Horse  with  stirrups,  crupper,  bridle,  saddle : 
Within  the  stirrup,  lo,  the  monarch  tried 
To  fix  his  foot,  the  Palfrey  to  bestride ; 

In  vain :  he  could  not  o'er  the  Palfrey  straddle. 

Stiff  as  a  Turk  the  Beast  of  Yarn  remain'd, 

And  every  effort  of  the  King  disdained ; 

Who,  'midst  his  labours,  to  the  ground  was  tumbled. 

And  greatly  mortified,  as  well  as  humbled.   . 

Prodigious  was  the  struggle  of  the  day : 
The  Horse  attempted  not  to  run  away ; 

At  which  the  poor  chafed  Monarch  now  *gan  grin, 
And  swore  by  every  Saint  and  holy  Martyr, 
He  would  not  yield  the  Traitor  quarter. 

Until  he  got  possession  of  his  skin. 

Not  fiercer  famed  La  Mancha's  Knight, 

Hight  Quixote,  at  a  Puppet-show, 
Did  with  more  valour  stoutly  fight. 

And  terrify  each  little  squeaking  foe ; 
When  bold  he  pierced  the  lines,  immortal  fray. 
And  broke  their  Pasteboard  Bones,  and  stabb*d  their 

Hearts  of  Hay. 
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Not  with  more  energy  and  fury 

The  beauteous  Street- Walker  of  Drury 

Attacks  a  Sister  of  the  smuggling-tnAej 
Whose  winks,  and  nods,  and  sweet  resistless  smile. 
Ah  me !  her  Paramour  beguile, 

And  to  her  bed  of  healthy  straw  persuade ; 
Where  Mice  with  Music  charm,  and  Vermin  crawl. 
And  Snails  with  silver  traces  deck  the  wall.— 

And  now  a  cane,  and  now  a  whip,  he  used, 
And  now  he  kick'd,  and  sore  the  Palfrey  bruised ; 
Yet,  lo,  the  Horse  seem'd  patient  at  each  kick, 
And  bore  with  Christian  spirit  whip  and  stick; 
And,  what  excessively  provoked  this  Prince, 
The  Horse  so  stubborn  scom'd  even  once  to  wince. 

Now  rush'd  the  Monarch  for  a  bow  and  arrow, 
To  shoot  the  Rebel  like  a  Sparrow ; 
And,  lo,  with  shafts  well  steel'd,  with  all  his  force, 
^ust  like  a  Pincushion  he  stuck  the  Horse. 

Now,  with  the  fury  of  tlie  chafed  Wild  Boar, 
With.hails  and  teeth  the  wounded  Horse  he  tore ; 

Now  to  the  floor  he  brought  the  stubborn  Beast: 
Now  o'er  the  vanquished  Horse  that  dared  rebel, 
Most  Indian-like,  tlie  Monarcii  gave  a  yell, 

Pleased  on  tlie  Quadruped  his  eyes  to  feast ; 
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Blest  as  Achillea,  when  with  fatal  wound 
He  brought  the  mighty  Hector  to  the  ground. 

Yet  more  to  gratify  his  godlike  ire, 
He  vengeful  flung  the  Palfrey  in  the  fire; 
Showing  his  Pages  round,  poor  trembling  things. 
How  dangerous  to  resist  the  will  of  Kings. 


LORb  BRUDENELL  AND  THE  EUNUCH, 

A  LORD  most  musically  mad, 
Yet  with  a  taste  superlatively  bad, 

Asked  a  squeal  Eunuch  to  his  house  one  day ; 
A  poor  old  semiviry  whose  throat 
Had  lost  its  love-resounding  note, 

Which  Art  had  given,  and  Time  had  stolen  away. 

*^  Signor  Squalini,'*  with  a  solemn  air 

The  Lord  began,  grave  rising  from  his  chair,     • '  . 

Taking  Squalini  kindly  by  the  hand ;  ^ 

"  Signor  Squalini,  much  I  fear  .•      , 

I Ve  got  a  most  unlucky  Ear,  '^ 

And  that  'tis  known  to  all  the  Music  Band. 

^  Fon4  of  abuse,  each  fiddling  Coxcomb  carps ; 
And  true  it  is,  I  don't  know  Flats  from  Sharps ; 
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Indeed,  Signor  SquaUni,  'tis  no  hum ; 
So  ill  doth  Music  with  my  organs  suit, 
I  scarcely  know  a  Fiddle  from  a  Flute, 

The  Oboe  from  the  Double  Drum. 

"  Now  though  with  Lords  a  number  of  this  nati(Xi^ 
I  go  to  Operas,  more  through  fashion 

Than  for  the  love  of  Music,  I  could  wish 
The  World  might  think  I  had  some  little  taste^ 
That  these  two  Ears  were  tolerably  chaste ; 

But,  Sir,  I  am  as  stupid  as  a  Fish. 
Get  me  the  credit  of  a  cognoscentCy 
Gold  shan't  be  wanting  to  content  ye.** — 

"  BravissimOy  my  Lor,**  replied  Squalini, 
With  acquiescent  bow,  and  smile  of  suavity ; 

"  De  Nobleman  muss  never  look  de  Ninny.** — 
"  True,"  cried  the  noble  Lord,  with  German  gravity  .< 

"  My  Lor,  ven  men  vant  Money  in  der  purse,  . 

Dey  do  not  vant  de  Vorld  to  tink  dem  poor, 
Because,  my  Lor,  dat  be  von  shabby  curse ; 

Dis  all  same  ting  wid  Ignorance,  my  Lor.**— 

'^  Right,"  cried  his  Lordship  in  a  grumbling  tone. 
Much  like  a  Mastiff  jealous  of  his  bone : 
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**  But  first  I  want  some  technicals,  Signer." 
Bowing,  the  Eunuch  answered,  "  Iss,  my  Lor ; 

I  teash  your  Lorship  queekly,  queekly,  all. 
Dere  vat  be  call  de  sostenuto  note, 

•  * 

Dat  be  ven  Singer  oppen  vide  de  troat, 

And  den  for  long  time  make  de  squawl : 
Mush  long,  long  note ;  dat  do  continue  while 
A  man,  my  Lor,  can  valk  a  mile. 

"  My  Lor,  der  likewise  be  de  cromatique, 
As  if  de  Singer  vas  in  greef,  or  sick. 

And  had  de  colic ;  dat  be  ver,  ver  fine. 
De  high,  oh,  dat  Musician  call  soprano; 
De  low  voice,  basso  ;  de  soflf  note,  puipo  ; 

Braoouraj  queek,  bold ;  here  Marchesi  shine. 

^^  Dis  Mara  too,  and  Billington,  do  know : 
Allegro,  quick;  adagio,  be  de  slow; 

PomposOy  dat  be  manner  make  de  roar: 
Maestoso,  dat  be  grand  and  nobel  ting. 
Mush  like  de  voice  of  Emperor,  or  de  King ; 

Or  you,  my  Lor, 
When  in  de  House  you  make  de  grand  Oration, 
For  save,  my  Lor,  de  noble  Englis  nation." 
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Thus  having  given  his  lesson,  and  a  bow, 

With  high  complacency  his  Lordship  smiled : 
Unraveird  was  his  Lordship's  pucker *d  brow ; 

« 

Hb  scowling  Eye,  like  Luna's  Beams,  so  mild. . 

Such  is  th'  effect,  when  flatteries  sweet  cajole 
That  praise-admiring  wight  ycleped  the  Soul ; 
And  from  the  days  of  Adam  'tis  the  case, 
That  great's  the  sympathy  'twixt  Soul  and  Face* 

"  Signor  SquaUni,"  cried  the  Lord, 

'*  The  Opera  is  begun,  upon  my  word. 

AllonSy  Signor ;  and  hear  me,  mind : 

As  soon  as  ever  ygu  shall  find 

A  Singer's  voice  above  or  under  pitch, 

Just  touch  my  toe,  or  give  my  arm  a  Twitch." — 

"  Iss,  is6,  my  Lor,"  the  Eunuch  straight  replied, 
"  I  sheet  close  by  your  Lorship's  side ; 
And  den,  accordin  to  your  Lorship  wish, 
I  give  your  Lorship  elbow  little  Twish." 

Now  to  the  Opera,  Music's  sounds  to  hear, 
The  old  Castrato  and  the  noble  Peer 
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Proceeded:  near  the  Orchestra  they  sat, 
Before  the  portals  of  the  Singers'  throats ; 
The  Critic  Couple  mousing  for  bad  notes, 

With  all  the  keenness  of  a  hungry  Cat 

Now  came  an  out-of-tunish  note : 

The  Eunuch  twitch'd  his  Lordship*s  coat : 

FuU-mouth'd atoncehis  Lordship roar'd out  " Psha!^' 
The  Orchestra,  amazed,  turn'd  round 
To  find  from  whence  arose  the  critic  sound, 

When,  lo !  th«y  heard  the  Lord,  and  saw. 

The  Eunuch  kept  most  slily  twitching : 

His  frowning  Lordship  all  the  while 

(Not  in  the  cream  of  courtly  style), 
Be-dog^ng  this  poor  Singer,  that  be-iiVcAing, 
Uniting  too  a  host  of  damning  Pshas  ; 
And  reap'd  a  plenteous  harvest  of  applause ; — 
Grew  from  that  hour  a  Lord  of  tuneful  skill. 
And,  though  the  Eunuch's  dead,  remains  so  still. 


Suppose  you  paint  the  Devil  with  smiling  mien, 
Whispering  deceit  to  any  King  or  Queen ; 
Tis  what  the  Prince  of  Soot  hath  often  done : 
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For  lo !  with  many  a  King  and  many  a  Queen^ 
In  close  confab  the  Gentleman  is  seen ; 

With  such  hath  Satan  oft  a  world  of  fun : 
More  fun,  or  Diadems  are  much  belied^ 
Than  all  the  little  under-world  beside. 

The  Devil's  a  fellow  of  much  sterling  humour, 
If  we  may  credit  public  rumour ; 

And  all  so  civil  in  each  act  and  look. 
That  whensoever  we  incline 
On  some  rare  Dish  of  Sin  to  dine 

We  can't  employ  a  nicer  Cook  : — 

yi^ho  too,  so  generous,  disdains 
To  take  a  sixpence  for  his  pains : 

Nay,  at  our  money  would  be  vext ; 
Happy  to  please  us  gratis  with  his  art, 
Provided,  when  from  this  world  we  depart, 

We  join  his  Jire-side  in  the  next. 

Like  Gloucester,  who  for  pay  can  leave  his  party, 
Some  years  ago  I  join'd  his  corps  so  hearty, 

Thinking  the  Prince  of  Erebus  ill  treated : 
Fired  by  the  subject,  in  my  rhyming  mode 
I  complimented  Satan  with  an  Ode; — 

Which,  for  the  Brushmen's  sake,  shall  be  repeated* 
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ODE  TO  THE  DEVIL. 

"  Ingratum  odL"" 

Prince  of  the  dark  abodes,  I  ween 
Your  Highness  ne'er  till  now  hath  seen 

Yourself  in  metre  shine ; 
Ne*er  heard  a  Song  with  praise  sincere, 
Sweet  warbled  in  your  smutty  ear, 

Before  this  Ode  of  mine. 

Perhaps  the  reason  is  too  plain : 
Thou  triest  to  starve  the  tuneful  train, 

Of  potent  Verse  afraid ; 
And  yet  I  vow,  in  all  my  time 
IVe  not  beheld  a  single  Rhyme 

That  ever  spoird  thy  trade. 

IVe  often  read  those  pious  whims, 
John  Wesley's  sweet  Damnation  Hymns, 

That  chant  of  heavenly  Riches : 
What  have  they  done,  those  heavenly  strains 
Devoutly  squeezed  from  canting  brains, 

But  fiird  John's  earthly  Breeches  ? 
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There's  not  a  shoeblack  in  the  land, 
So  humbly  at  the  World  s  conunand, 

As  thy  old  Cloven  Foot : 
Like  Lightning  dost  Thou  fly  when  call'd  ; 
And  yet  no  Pickpocket's  so  mauFd 

As  Thou,  O  Prince  of  Soot ! 

What  thousands  hourly,  bent  on  sin, 
With  supplication  call  Thee  in. 

To  aid  them  to  pursue  it ; 
Yet,  when  detected,  with  a  lie 
Ripe  at  their  fingers'  ends,  they  cry, 

"  The  Devil  niifde  me  do  it." 

Behold  the  fortunes  that  are  made 
By  men  through  roguish  tricks  in  trade 

Yet  all  to  Thee  are  owing : 
And  though  we  meet  it  every  day. 
The  sneaking  rascals  dare  not  say, 


**  This  is  the  Devil's  doing. 


?> 


As  to  thy  Company,  I'm  sure 

No  man  can  shun  Tliee  on  that  score; 

The  very  best  is  thine : 
With  Kings,  Queens,  Ministers  of  State, 
Lords,  1-adies,  1  have  seen  Thee  great j 

And  many  a  grave  Divine. 
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I'm  sorely  grieved  at  tunes  to  &id^ 
The  very  instant  Tiiou  art  kind^ 

Some  people  so  uncivil^ 
When  aught  offends,  with.  fwcG  &wfy» 
And  base  ingratitude^  to  cry, 

"  I  wish  it  to  the  DeviL^ 

Hath  some  poor  blockhead  got  a  Wife,. 
To  foe  the  torment  of  his  life 

By  one  eternal  yell; 
The  fellow  cries  out  coarsely,  ^'  Zounds, 
rd  give  this  moment  twenty  pounds 

To  see  the  Jade  in  Hell.'' 

Should  Heaven  their  prayers  so  ardent  gfant^ 
Thou  never  compaaj  wouldst  want 

To  make  Thee  downright  mad : 
For  mind  me ;  in  tdieir  wishkig  mood 
They  never  offer  Thee  what's  ^mm^ 

But  every  thmg  thali's  bad. 

My  honest  anger  boils  to  view 

A  snuffling,  long-faced,  canting  crew. 

So  much  thy  humble  debtofs, 
Rushing  on  Sundays,  one  and  all, 
With  desperate  prayers  thy  head  to  amuiI, 

And  thus  abuse  their  Betters. 

vet.  II.  M 
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To  seize  one  day  in  every  week. 
On  Thee  their  black  abuse  to  wreak. 

By  whom  their  souls  are  fed. 
Each  minute  of  the  other  six, 
With  every  joy  that  heart  can  fix> 

Is  impudence  mdeed  I 

Blushing  I  own,  thy  pleasing  art 
Hatfa  oft  seduced  my  vagnmt  Heart» 

And  led  my  steps  to  joy  : 
The  charms  of  Beauty  have  been  mine ; 
And  let  me  call  the  merit  thine, 

Who  brought*st  the  lovely  toy. 

No,  Satan :  if  I  ask  thy  aid, 

To  give  my  arms  the  blooming  Maid, 

I  will  not,  through  the  nation  all. 
Proclaim  Thee  (like  a  graceless  imp) 
A  vile  old  good-for-nothing  pimp ; 

But  say,  "  Tis  thy  vocation,  HaL'' 

Since  truth  must  out,  I  seldom  knew 
Wliat  'twas  hi^  pleasure  to  pursue 

Till  Thou  hadst  won  my  heart  : 
So  social  were  we  both  together, 
And  beat  the  hoof  in  every  weather, 

I  never  wbh*d  to  part. 
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Yet  when  a  child,  good  Lord !  I  thought 
That  Thou  a  pair  of  Homs  hadst  got, 

With  Eyes  like  Saucers  staring: 
And  then  a  pair  of  Ears  so  stout, 
A  monstrous  Tail  and  hairy  Snout, 

With  Glaws  beyond  comparing. 

Taught  to  avoid  the  paths  of  evil, 
By  day  I  used  to  dread  the  Devil; 

'  And  trembling  when  'twas  night, 
Methought  I  saw  thy  Homs  and  Ears ; 
Then  sung  or  whistled  to  my  fears. 

And  ran  to  chase  my  fright. 

And  every  night  I  went  to  bed,- 
I  sweated  with  a  constant  dread. 

And  crept  beneath  the  rug ; 
There  panting,  thought  that  in  my  sleep 
Thou  slily  in  the  dark  wouldst  creep, 

And  eat  me,  though  so  snug. 

A  Haberdasher's  Shop  is  thine. 
With  Sins  of  all  sorts,  coarse  and  fine, 

To  suit  both  Man  and  Maid : 
Hiy  wares  they  buy,  with  open  eyes ; 
How  cruel  then,  with  constant  cries, 

To  vilify  thy  trade! 

M  2 
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To  speak  the  truth  indeed,  I'm  loth : 
Life's  deem'd  a  mawkish  dish  of  Broth 

Without  thy  aid,  old  Sweeper ; 
So  mawkish,  few  will  put  it  down. 
E'en  from  the  Cotta^  to  the  Crown, 

Without  thy  Salt  and  Pepper, 

O  Satan,  whatsoever  geer 

Thy  Proteus-form  shall  choose  to  wear, 

Black,  red,  or  blue,  or  yeUow ; 
Whatever  Hypocrites  may  say. 
They  think  Thee  (trust  my  honest  lay) 

A  most  bewitching  fellow^ 

Tis  order'd  (to  deaf  ears,  alas  !) 

To  praise  the  bridge  o'er  which  we  pass ; 

Yet  often  I  discover 
A  numerous  band  who  daily  make 
An  easy  bridge  of  thy  poor  back. 

And  damn  it  when  they're  oven 

Why  art  Thou  then,  with  cap  in  band, 
Obsequious  to  a  graceless  Imnd 

Whose  souls  are  scarce  worth  taking? 
O  Prince !  pursue  but  my  advice, 
111  teach  your  Highness  in  a  torke 

To  set  them  all  a  quaking. 
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Plays,  Operas,  Masquerades,  destroy ; 
Lock  up  each  charming^/ie  dejoit ; 

Give  RaQe-horses  the  glaiider ; 
The  Dice-box  break,  and  bum  each  Card ; 
Let  Virtue  be  itsmvn  Reward  ; 

And  gag  the  mouth  of  Slander  :— 

In  one  week's  time,  I'll  lay  my  life. 
There's  not  a  Man,  nor  Maid,  nor  Wife, 

That  will  not  glad  agree, 
If  Thou  wilt  charm  em  as  before, 
To  show  their  nose  at  Church  no  more, 

But  quit  their  God  for  Thee.  — 

Tis  now  full  time  my  Ode  should  end : 
And  now  I  tell  Thee,  like  a  friend, 

Howe'er  the  World  may  scout  Thee ; 
Thy  ways  are  all  so  wondrous  winning, 
And  folks  so  very  fond  of  sinning, 

They  cannot  do  without  Thee. 


THE  TENDER  HUSBAND. 

Lo !  to  the  cruel  hand  of  Fate 

My  poor  dear  Grizzle,  meek-soul'd  mate. 
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Resigns  her  tuneful  breath : 
Though  dropped  ber  jaw,  her  lip  though  pale, 
And  blue  each  harmless  finger-;iai4 

She's  beautiful  in  death. 

As  o'er  her  lovely  limbs  I  weep, 
I  scarce  can  think  her  but  asleep : 

How  wonderfully  tame  ! 
And  yet  her  voice  is  realli/  gone. 
And  dim  those  eyes  that  lately  shone 

With  all  the  Lightning's^a^^/e. 

Death  was  indeed  a  daring  wight, 
To  take  it  in  his  head  to  smite ; 

To  lift  his  dart  to  hit  her ; 
For,  as  she  was  so  great  a  woman, 
And  cared  a  single  fig  for  no  man, 

I  thought  he  fear'd  to  meet  her. 

Still  is  that  voicCy  of  late  so  strong. 
That  many  a  sweet  capriccio  sung, 

And  beat  in  sounds  the  Spheres : 
No  longer  must  Utio^ejingers  play 
**  Britons,  strike  home,^*  that  many  a  day 

Hath  sooth*d  my  ravish'd  ears. 
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Ah  me !  indeed  I'm  much  inclin*d 
To  think  I  now  may  speak  my  mind^ 

Nor  hurt  her  dear  repose ; 
Nor  think  I  now  with  rage  she'd  roar, 
Were  I  to  put  my  fingers  o'er. 

And  touch  her  precious  nose. 

Here  let  me  philosophic  pause. — 
How  wonderful  are  Nature's  laws ! 

When  Ladies'  Breath  retires, 
Its  fate  the  flaming  Passions  share ; 
Supported  by  a  little  air, 

Like  culinary  Fires. 

Whene'er  I  hear  the  bagpipes  note. 
Shall  fancy  fix  on  Grizzle's  throaty 

And  bud  instructive  lungs : 
O  Death!  in  her,  though  only  one. 
Are  lost  a  thousand  charms  unknown  ; 

At  least,  a  thousand  torques. 

Soon  as  I  heard  her  last  sweet  sigh, 
And  saw  her  gently-cilojingf  eye, 

How  great  was  my  surprise  ! 
Yet  have  I  not^  with  impious  breath, 
Accused  the  hard  decrees  of  Death, 

Nor  blamed  the  righteous  Skies. 
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IVhy  do  I  groan  in  deep  deqiair. 
Since  shell  be  soon  an  Angel  fair? 

Ah !  uhjf  my  bosom  smte  f 
Could  grief  my  Grizzle  s  life  restore-^ 
But  let  me  give  such  ravings  o'er : 

Whatever  is,  is  right. 

0  Doctor!  you  are  come  too  late; 
No  more  of  physic's  virtue  prate, 

That  could  not  save  my  Lamb : 
Not  one  more  Bolus  shall  be  given ; 
You  shall  not  ope  her  mouth,  by  Heaven, 

And  Grizzle  s  gullet  cram. 

Enough  of  Boluses,  poor  heart ! 
And  Pills,  she  took,  to  load  a  cart. 

Before  she  closed  her  eyes ; 
But  naw^  my  word  is  here  a  law : 
Zounds  !  with  a  Bolus  in  her  jaw 

She  shall  not  seek  the  Skies. 

Good  Sir,  good  Doctor,  go  away ; 
To  hear  my  sighs  you  must  not  stay. 
For  this  my  poor  lost  treasure. 

1  thank  you  for  your  pams  and  skill : 
When  next  you  come,  pray  bring  your  bffl ; 

ru  pay  it.  Sir,  with  jWlosmre. 
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Ye  Friends  who  come  to  mourn  ber  doom» 
For  God's  sake  gently  tread  the  room, 

Nor  call  her  ftom  the  blest : 
In  softest  silence  drop  the  tear ; 
In  whispers  breathe  the  fenrent  prayer. 

To  bid  her  Spirit  rest 

Repress  the  sad^  the  wounding  scregm  : 
I  cannot  bear  a  grief  extreme ; 

Enough  one  little  sigh. 
Besides,  the  hud  alarm  of  ffieif 
In  many  a  mind  may  start  ieliefj 

Our  noise  is  all  a  tie. 

Good  Nurses,  shroud  my  Lamb  with  care ; 
H^  Umbs,  with  gentkst  iogsrs,  spare ; 

Her  mouth,  ah !  slowly  close  : 
Her  mouth,  a  magic  tongue  that  held ; 
Whose  softest  tone,  at  times,  compeU'd 

To  peace  my  loudest  woes. 

And,  Carpenter,  for  my  sad  sake, 
Of  stoutest  oak  her  Coffin  make ; 

I'd  not  be  stingy,  sure : 
Procure  of  steel  the  ^tronge^t  sa!fm% ; 
For  who  would  paltry  pence  refose, 

To  lodge  his  Wife^ecvref 
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Ye  people  who  the  Corpse  convey, 
With  caution  tread  the  doleful  way, 

Nor  shake  her  precious  Head ; 
Since  Fame  reports,  a  Coffin  tost 
With  careless  swing  against  a  post. 

Did  once  disturb  the  dead. 

Farewell,  my  Love,  for  ever  lost ! 
Ne'er  troubled  be  thy  gentle  Ghost, 

That  I  again  will  woo : 
By  all  our  past  delightSy  my  dear, 
No  more  the  marriage-chain  111  wear ; 

Pox  take  me  if  I  do ! 


J- 


THE  SOLDIER  AND  THE  VIRGIN  MARY. 

A    TALE. 

A  Soldier  at  Loretto*s  wondrous  Chapel, 

To  parry  firom  his  soul  the  wrath  divine 
That  foUow'd  Mother  £ve*s  unlucky  Apple, 

Did  visit  oft  the  Virgin  Mary's  shrine  : 
Who  every  day  is  gorgeously  deck'd  out, 

In  silks  or  velvets,  jewels  great  and  small ; 
Just  like  a  fine  young  Lady  for  a  rout, 

A  concert,  opera,  wedding,  or  a  balL 
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At  first  the  Soldier  at  a  distance  kept, 
B^ing  her  vote  and  interest  in  Heaven : 

With  seeming  bitterness  the  Sinner  wept, 

Wrung  his  two  hands,  and  hoped  to  be  forgiven ; 

Dinn'd  her  two  ears  with  Ave-Mary  flummery ; 
Declared  what  miracles  the  Dame  could  do. 
Even  with  her  garter,  stocking,  or  her  shoe, 

And  such-like  wonder-working  mummery. 

What  answer  Mary  gave  the  wheedling  Sinner, 
Who  nearly  and  more  nearly  moved  to  win  her, 
The  mouth  of  History  doth  not  mention ; 
And  therefore  I  can*t  tell,  but  by  invention. 

One  day,  as  he  was  making  love  and  praying, 
And  pious  Aves,  thick  as  Herrings,  saying, 

And  sins  so  manifold  confessing ; 
He  drew,  as  if  to  whisper,  very  near. 
And  twitchM  a  pretty  diamond  from  her  ear. 

Instead  of  taking  the  good  Lady's  blessing: 
Then  off  he  set  with  nimble  shanks, 
Nor  once  tum'd  back  to  give  her  thanks. 

A  hue  and  cry  the  Thief  pursued. 

Who,  to  his  cost,  soon  understood 

That  he  was  not  beyond  the  claw 

Of  that  same  iong-arm'd  Giant  christened  Law. 
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With  horror  did  his  Judges  quake : 

As  for  the  tender-conscieaced  Jury, 
They  doom'd  him  quickly  to  the  stake, 

Such  was  their  dtoiUsh  pious  fury. — 
However,  after  calling  him  hard  names. 

They  ask'd  if  aught  he  had  in  vindioatioo. 
To  save  his  wretched  Body  from  the  Flames, 

And  sinful  Soul  from  terrible  Damnation. 


The  Soldier  answered  them  with  much  sangfroid^ 
Which  showed  of  sin  a  conscience  void. 

That  if  they  meant  to  kill  him,  they  might  kill  :- 
As  for  the  Diamond  which  they  found  about  him, 
He  hoped  they  would  by  no  means  doubt  him. 

That  Madam  gaK>t  it  him  from  purt  good-wilL 

The  answer  tum'd  both  Judge  and  Jury  pale : 
The  punishment  was  for  a  time  deferr'd, 

Until  his  Holiness  should  hear  the  tide, 
And  his  Infallibility  be  heard. 

The  Pope  to  all  his  Counsellors  made  known 
This  strange  affair,  to  Cardinals  and  Friars ; 

Good  pious  gentlemen,  who  ne'er  were  known 
To  act  like  Hypocrites,  and  ThieveS|  and  Liars. 
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The  Question  now  was  bandied  to  and  fro, 
If  Mary  had  the  power  to  give,  or  no. 

That  Mary  cotM  not  ffve  it,  was  to  say 
The  wonder-working  Lady  wanted  power, — 

This  was  a  stumbling-block  that  stopp'd  the  way : 
This  made  Pope,  Cardinals,  and  Friars,  lour. 

To  save  the  Virgin's  credit,  lo ! 

And  keep  secure  the  diamonds  that  were  left ; 
They  said,  "  She  might  indeed  the  Gem  bestow, 

And  consequently  it  might  be  no  theft  :'* 

But  then  tiiey  pas»'d  immediately  an  act,, 

That  every  one  discovered  in  the  hct 

Of  taking  pretents  from  the  Virgin  s  hand, 

Or  from  the  Saints  of  any  land. 

Should  know  no  mercy,  but  be  ted  to  slaughter ; 

Flayed  here,  and  fried  eternally  hereafter. 

Ladies,  I  deen  the  Mora)  much  too  clear 

To  need  poetical  assistance ; 
Which  bids  you  not  let  Men  approach  toa  near, 

But  keep  the  saucy  fellows  at  a  distance : 
Since  men  you  find,  so  bold,  aie  apt  to  seize 
Jewels  from  Ladies  even  upon  their  knees. 
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ODE  TO  EIGHT  CATS, 

Bdoiigiirs  10  IsLJcl  Muult?,  3  Jc«. 

Scl.m;,  Ihi:  Slrirt  ut  a  CouiUry  Town. 

The  Timu,  Mitiitig/il :  the  Fuel  at  Ins  Chamber 
Windozr. 

Singers  of  Israel,  O  yc  Singers  sweet, 

Who,  w  ith  yoiir  gail/c  mouths  from  ear  to  car, 

Pour  forth  rich  s^mphonici  iVoni  street  to  street, 
And  to  the  sleepless  wretch  the  niglit  endear : 

Lo  !  in  my  sliirt,  on  you  these  eyes  I  fix, 
Admiring  much  tlie  quaintness  of  your  tricks ; 

Your  friskings,  cradlings,  squalls,  I  much  approve 
Your  spittings,  payings,  high-raised  rumps, 
Sivell'd  tails,  and  mirry-andrew  jumps, 

\Vith  tlie  wild  minstrelsy  of  rapturous  love. 

How  sweetly  roll  your  Gooseberry  Eyes, 
As  loud  you  tune  your  amorous  cries, 
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And,  laving,  scratch  each  other  black  and  blue! 
No  Boys  in  wantonness  now  bang  your  backs ; 
No  Curs,  nor  fiercer  Mastiffs,  tear  your  flax ; 

But  all  the  moonlight  world  seems  made  for  you. 

Singers  of  Israel,  you  no  Parsons  want 

To  tie  the  matrimonial  cord  : 
You  call  the  Matrimonial  Service,  cant ; 

Like  our  First  Parents,  take  each  othet^s  word: 
On  no  one  ceremony  pleased  to  fix. 
To  jump  not  even  o'er  two  sticks. 

You  want  no  furniture,  alas ! 

Spit,  spoon,  dish,  frying-pan,  nor  ladle ; 
No  iron,  pewter,  copper,  tin,  or  brass ; 
No  nurses,  wet  or  dry,  nor  cradle 
(Which  custom  for  our  Christian  babes  enjoins) 
To  rock  the  staring  offspring  of  your  loins. 

Nor  of  the  Lawyers  have  you  need. 

Ye  males,  before  you  seek  your  bed, 
To  settle  pin-money  on  Madam : 

No  fears  of  Cuckoldom  (Heaven  bless  ye !) 

Are  ever  harbourM  to  distress  ye. 
Tormenting  people  since  the  days  of  Adam. 
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No  schools  you  waot  for  fine  behavinj 
No  powdering,  painting,  washing,  shaving 

No  niglit-caps  snug ;  no  trouble  in  undressing 
Before  you  seek  your  strawy  ne&t, 
Pleased  in  each  other's  arms  to  rest, 

Tojl'ust  on  /ore,  Heaven's  greatest  blessing. 


Good  Gods,  ye  sweet  love-chanting  Rams 
How  nimble  are  you  with  your  Iiams 

To  mount  a  fiouse,  to  scale  u  chimney-top ; 
And,  peeping  down  that  chimney's  hole, 
Pour  in  a  luiieful  cry  th'  impassion'd  soul, 

Inviting  Miss  Grimalkin  to  come  up : 

Who,  sweet  obliging  Female,  far  from  aii/, 
Answers  your  invitation  note  with  joy  ; 

And,  scorning  midst  the  ashes  more  to  mope, 
Lo  I  borne  on  Love's  all-daring  wing, 
She  mountcth  with  a  pickle-herring  spring, 

Without  tir  assistance  of  a  rope. 

Dear  mousing  Tribe,  my  limbs  arc  waxing  cold : 
Singers  of  Israel  sweet,  adieu,  adieu ! 

I  do  suppojfc,  you  need  not  now  be  told 
IIoxo  muck  I  « ish  that  I  were  om  of  ifoic 
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SONG  TO  DELIA. 

Forlorn  I  seek  the  silent  scene^ 
To  keep  the  image  of  my  Fair ; 

Pale  o'er  the  fountain  s  brink  I  lean, 
And  view  the  Spectre  of  Despair. 

Why  should  my  heart  forget  its  woe  ? 

The  Vir^  would  have  moum'd  for  me. 
O  Nymph,  th'  eternal  tear  shall  flow ; 

The  sigh  unceasing  breathe  of  thee. 

Forgetful  of  his  parted  Maid, 
Too  many  an  unfeeling  Swdn 

Forsakes  of  Solitude  the  shade. 
For  Pleasure's  gay  and  wanton  train. 

Yet,  yet  of  constancy  they  boast ! 

Their  easy  hearts  their  tongues  belie. 
Who  loves,  reveres  the  Fair  One's  ghost, 

And  seeks  b.  Pleasure  in  a  Sigh. 


VOL.  lU  K 
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SIR  JOSEPH  BANKS 


AMD 


THE  THIEF-TAKERS. 

Sir  Joseph,  favourite  of  great  Queens  and  Kings; 
Whose  wisdom,  Weed  and  Insect  Hunter  sings. 

And  Ladies  fair  applaud,  with  smile  so  dimpling  j 
Went  forth  one  day,  amidst  the  laughing  fields> 
Where  Nature  such  exhaustless  treasure  yields, 

A  simpling. 

It  happened  on  the  self-same  morn  so  bright, 
The  nimble  Pupils  of  Sir  Samson  Wright 
A  simpling  too,  for  Plants  call'd  thieves^  proceeded  j 
Of  which  the  Nation*s  field  should  qfi  be  weeded. 

Now  did  a  Thief-taker  so  sly 

Peep  o'er  a  hedge  with  cunning  eye,  i 

And  quick  espied  the  Kni^t  with  solenm-ak*, 
Deep  in  a  ditch  where  water-cresses  grow; 
On  which  he  to  his  Comrades  cried,  "  See,  bo  T 

Then  jump'd  (unsportsman  like)  upon  his  hare. 

Harc-Iike  Sir  Joseph  did  not  squeak ;  but  bawl'd, 
M'ith  dread  prodigiously  appalled. 
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The  Thief-takers  oo  i^erfimwy  use^ ; 
But,  taking  pow  Sir  Joseph  by  the  neck, 

They  bad^  him  speak : 
But  first  with  naoies  their  captire  Knight  abused. 

"  Sir,  what  dye  take  me  for?''  the  Knight  exclaimM.— 
"  A  thief/'  replied  the  Runners  with  a  curse : 

"  And  now,  Sir,  let  us  search  you ;  and  be  damn'd !" 
And  then  they  search'd  his  pockets,  fobs,  and  purse : 

But  'stead  of  Pistol  dire,  asKl  Crape, 

A  Pocket-handkerchief  they  cast  their  eye  on,. 
Containing  Frogs  and  Toads  of  rarious  shape. 
Dock,  Daisy,  Nettletc^,  and  Dandelion  ; 
To  entertain^  with  great  propnety. 
The  Members  of  his  sage  Society. 
Yet  would  not  alter  Ifaey  tiieir  strong  beli^ 
That  this  their  Prisoner  was  a  Thief. 

"  Sirs,  Tm  no  Highwayman,*  exclaim'd  the  Kxn^iL — 

•    «  ■   • 

"  No :  there,"  rejom'd  the  Runners,  "  you  are  right ; 

A  Footpad  only ;  yes,  we  know  your  tra^; 
Yes,  you're  a  pretty  Babe  of  Grace : 
We  want  no  proofs,  old  Codger,  but  yoxxr  face; 

So  comeiHong  with  us,  old  fikde.^ 

K  S 
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Twas  useless  to  resist,  or  to  complain. 
In  vain  Sir  Joseph  pleaded ;  'twas  in  vain 

That  he  was  highly  titled,  that  he  swore : 
The  instant  that  poor  Banks  his  titles  counted,    . 
Which  to  an  JFl  JR.  S.  and  Knight  amounted. 

His  Guardians  laugh'd,  and  clapped,  and  cried  '^  En* 
carer 


Sir  Joseph  told  them,  that  a  neighbouring  Squire 
Should  answer  for  it  that  he  was  no  thief: 

On  which  tfiey  plumply  damn'd  him  for  a  liar. 
And  said  such  stories  should  not  save  hb  icef; 

And,  if  they  understood  tiieiF  trade, 

His  mittimus  would  soon  be  made ; 

And  forty  pounds  be  theirs,  a  pretty  sum, 

For  sending  such  a  Kogue  to  Kingdom-come*. 


Now  to  the  Squire  moved  Prisoner-knight  and  Co.: 
The  Runners  taking  him  in  tow; 

Like  Privateers  of  Britain's  warlike  nation. 
Towing  a  French  East  Indiaman,  their  prizes 
So  black,  and  of  enormous  siaie^ 

Safe  into  port  fimr  condenmationk         ^ 
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Whether  they  tied  his  hands  behipd  his  back,. 

For  fear  the  Knight  might  run  jaway, 
And  made,  indelicate,  his  breeches  slack, 

WeVe  no  authority  to  say. 

And  now  the  Country  People  gathered  round, 
And  stared  upon  the  Knight  in  thought  profound. 

Not  on  the  system  of  Linnaus  thinking ; 
Fancying  they  saw  a  rogue  in  every  feature : — 
Such  is  the  Populace's  horrid  nature 

Towards  people  through  misfortune  sinking. 

At  length,  amidst  much  Mob  and  mire. 

Indeed  amidst  innumerable  ranks. 
Fatigued  they  reach  the  mansion  of  the  Squire^ 

To  prove  th'  identity  of  Joseph  Banks*. 

Now  to  the  Squire  familiar  bowed  the  Knight, 
Who  knew  Sir  Joseph  at  first  sight 

(What's  strongly  mark'd,  is  quickly  known  agen) ; 
And,  with  a  frown  that  awe  and  dread  commanded, 
The  Thief-takers  severdy  reprimanded 

For  thus  mistaking  Genderaen :— ^ 

Then  bade  them  ask  a  panikm  on  their  knees. 

Of  him  that  was  a  Kni^t  and  F.  R.  S. ; 
Who,  rather  than  the  higher  powers  displease, 

that  they  could  not  »e^  do  ^. 


1 1  . "  J I  r>  I 
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Then  on  their  knuckles  rlused  they  hands  And  tjtB^ 
And  craved  Sir  Joseph  s  pardon,  for  belief 

That  when  they  jump'd  upoil  hitn  by  durprisd. 
They  took  so  great  a  gemman  for  a  thief; 

Hoping  to  mind  th'  advice  of  godly  book^ 

Viz.  not  to  judge  of  people  by  their  looks. 


SOLOMON  ANi)  tHE  MOUSA-tftAP, 

A  Man  in  rather  an  exalted  station, 

Whose  eyes  are  always  eyes  of  admiration ; 

Without  dbtinction,  fodd  of  all  things  novel, 

Even  from  the  lofty  Sceptre  t6  the  Shovel ; 

Just  like  stray'd  Bullocks  saunterkig  tlo^ug^  thttoMSy 

Made  frequent  curiosity<ampaigns : 

Sometimes  caught  Grasshc^pers ;  now,  mwe  profound, 

Would  sometimes  find  a  Pin  upon  the  ground ; 

Where  if  the  head  towards  him  happ*d  to  point. 

His  mind  was  wonderfully  struck ; 
Indeed  he  felt  a  joy  in  every  joint, 

Because  it  always  brings  good  luck. 

This  Gentleman,  hight  SdlcMefl,  oM  day 
In  quest  of  novelty  puMtied  "hb  iiray ; 
Like  great  Columbii^,  that  faaM^  MV^iMr, 


A 
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But  rather  on  a  somewhat  narrow  scale, 
Lo !  on  dry  land  the  Gentleman  set  sail 

That  day  it  chanced  to  be  his  will, 
To  make  discoveries  at  Salt-hill ; 
Where  bounce  he  hopp'd  into  a  Widow's  house, 
Whose  hands  were  both  employed  so  clever, 
Doing  their  very  best  endeavour 

To  catch  that  vile  freebooter.  Monsieur  Mouse ; 
Whose  death  she  oft  did  most  devoutly  pray  for, 
Because  he  ate  the  meat  he  could  not  pay  for : 

Resembling  Christians  in  that  saving  trick ; 

Who,  wanting  to  obtain  good  cheer, 
Invented  an  ingenious  scheme  call'd  tick. 

That  purchases,  like  Money,  beef  and  beer. 
Possess'd  of  tick,  for  cash  men  need  not  range, 
Nor  toil  in  taking  or  in  giving  change. 

Eager  did  Solomon  so  curious  clap 

His  rare  round  optics  on  the  wondrous  Trap 

That  did  the  duty  of  a  Cat; 
And,  always  fond  of  useful  information. 
Thus  wisely  spoke  he  with  vociferation : 

''  What's  that?  what,  what?  Hs,  has !  what's  that?" 
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To  whom  replied  the  Mistress  of  the  house, 

"  A  Trap,  an't  please  you,  Sir,  to  catch  a  Mouse." — 

'^  Mouse !  catch  a  mouse  T  said  Solomon  with  glee : 
"  Let's  see,  let's  see ;  'tis  comical,  let's  see : 

Mouse,  mouse !"  then  pleased  his  eyes  began  to  roll : 
"  Where,  where  doth  he  go  in  ?"  he  marvelling  cried. — 
"  There,"  pointing  to  the  hole,  the  Dame  replied. — 
"  What,  here?"  cried  Solomon;  "this  hole,  this  hole?** 

Then  in  he  push'd  his  finger  'midst  the  wire ; 
^That  with  such  pains  that  finger  did  inspire, 

He  wi^h'd  it  out  again  with  all  his  soul : 
However,  by  a  little  squall  and  shaking, 
He  freed  his  finger  from  its  piteous  taking ; 

That  is  to  say,  he  got  it  from  the  hole. 

"  What  makes  the  Mouse,  pray,  go  into  the  Trap  ? 

Something,"  he  cried,  "  that  must  his  palate  please  ?** 
"  Yes,"  answer'd  the  fair  Woman,  "  Sir,  a  scrap 

Of  rusty  bacon,  or  of  toasted  cheese." — 

"  Oh,  oh  !"  said  Solomon,  "  oh,  oh !  oh,  oh ! 
Yes,  yes,  I  see  the  meaning  of  it  now : 
The  Mouse  goes  in,  a  rogue,  to  steal  the  meat, 
Thinkuig  to  give  his  gums  a  pretty  treat." — 
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Then  lau^'d  he  loudly,  stretched  his  mouth  a  mile ;' 
Which  made  the  muscles  of  the  Widow  smile. 

"  Let's  see,  let's  see,**  cried  Solomon ;  "  let  s  see : 
Let  me,  let  me,  let  me,' let  me,  let  me." 
Then  took  he  up  some  Bacon,  and  did  clap 
A  little  slice  so  clever  in  the  Trap. 
Thus  did  he,  by  his  own  advice, 
Induce  himself  to  bait  a  Trap  for  Mice. 

* 

Now  home  he  hied  so  nimbly,  whelm'd  with  glory, 
And  told  his  Family  the  wondrous  story 

About  the  Widow's  cheese  and  bacon  scrap : 
Nought  suffered  he  to  occupy  his  head, 
Save  mouse-ideas,  till  he  went  to  bed ; 

Where  blest  he  dreamt  all  night  about  the  Trap.— 

Here  let  me  pause,  and  Heaven's  great  goodness  chant; 
How  kind  it  is  in  gracious  Heaven,  to  grant 

To  full-grown  Gentlefolks  of  lofty  station, 
A  power  of  relishftig  most  trifling  things, 
Plea&ures  ordain'd  for  Brats  in  le^dmg-strings^ 

By  way  of  happy  harmless  relaxation ! — 

Next  day  the  Man  of  Wisdom  came, 

All  glorious,  to  the  house  of  tbb  £Bur  Dame, 
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To  know  if  Master  Moose  had  smelt  to  baooo; 
When,  lo !  to  fill  with  joy  his  eager  eyes. 
And  load  those  staring  optics  with  surprise, 

A  real  Mouse  was  absolutely  taken. 

Not  more  <&1  Rodney's  joy  this  Man's  surpass, 
When  in  his  cabin  first  he  saw  De  Grasse ; 
Not  more  the  hair-brain'd  Macedonian  Boy 
Leap'd,  like  a  Bedlamite,  for  joy ; 

Than  Solomon,  to  see  the  Mouse  in  jail: 
Not  Alexander,  foe  of  great  Darius, 
(Men  that  with  rich  comparison  supply  us,) 

When  blest  he  caught  the  Persian  by  the  tail. 

Around  the  room  the  Mouse  he  bore, 
Insulting  the  poor  prisoner  o'er  and  o'er ; 
Lauf^ing  and  peeping  throu^  the  wire. 
As  if  his  eyes  and  mouth  would  never  tire. 

How  like  to  Tamerlane  the  Great,    , 
Possess'd  of  most  unlucky  Bajazet, 

Wbo  kept  the  vanquished  Hero  in  a  cage ; 
Mock'd  him  before  his  mighty  host, 
With  cruel  names  and  threats,  and  grin  and  boast^ 

And  daily  thus  indulg'd  Imperial  rage  1 
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Now  o'er  the  Widow's  Cat,  poor  watching  Puss, 

He  triumph'd  too :  and  ask'd  the  Cat, 
When  he  would  act  heroically  thus ; 

And  if  he  dared  to  venture  on  a  Rat 

To  whom  the  Cat,  as  if  in  answer,  mew'd ; 

Which  made  the  Man  of  Wisdom  cry,  ^^  Oh,  oh  T 
As  if,  with  knowledge  of  Cat-speech  endued. 

He  thought  that  Puss  had  answered  '^  No.** 
On  which  he  laugh'd,  and  much  enjoyed  the  Joke ; 
Then  told  the  Widow  what  the  Cat  had  spoke. 

Six  days  the  Man  of  Wisdom  went 
Triumphant  tb  Salt-^faiUi  with  big  intent 

To  catch  the  baoon^^stealing  Mouse : 
Six  Mice  s«iccessively  proelfum'd  his  art; 
With  which  safe-pocketed  he  did  depart, 

And  show'd  to  all  his  much-astonbh'd  House. 

But  pleasures  will  not  last  for  aye ; 
Witness  the  sequel  of  my  Lay. 
The  Widow's  vanity,  her  sex's  flaw, 

Much  like  the  vanity  of  otlier  people 
(A  vapour,  like  the  Blast  that  lifts  a  Straw 

As  high,  or  higher,  than  Saint  Martin's  Steeple)-^ 


188  SUBJECTS  FOR  PAINTERS. 

This  vanity  then  kidnqip'd  her  discretion^ 
Designed  by  God  Ahnighty  for  her  guard ; 

And  of  its  purpose  got  the  full  completion, 
And  all  the  Widow's  future  glories  marr'd : 

For,  lo !  by  this  same  vanity  impelled, 

And  to  a  middle-sized  balloon, 
With  gas  of  omsequence,  sublimely  swell'd^ 

She  burst  with  the  important  Secret  socm. 

Loud  lau^'d  the  tickled  people  of  Salt-hill  : 
Loud  laugh'd  the  merry  Windsor  folks  around. 

This  was  to  Solomon  an  ugly  pill: 

Her  fatal  error  soon  the  Widow  found ; 

For  Solomon  relmquish'd  Mouse-campaign, 

Nor  deign'd  to  bait  the  Widow's  Trap  agfun. 
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PETITION  TO  TIME, 

IX  PAToim  or 
THE  DUCHESS  OF  DEVQNSHIBE. 

Too  long,  O  lline !  in  Biemiance^s  school 
Have  I  been  bred,  to  call  thee  an  old  fool : 
Yet  take  I  liberty  to  let  thee  know, 
That  I  have  always  thought  thee  so : 
Full  old  art  thou  to  have  more  sense ; 
Then  with  an  idle  custom,  Time,  dispense. 

Thou  really  actest  now  like  little  Misses, 

Who  when  a  pretty  Doll  they  make, 

Their  curious  fingers  itch  to  take 
The  pretty  image  all  to  pieces  : — 

Thos^  after  thou  hast  form*d  a  charming  Fair^. 

Thou  canst  not  quit  her  for  thy  soul, 
mi,  meddling,  thou  hast  spoiled  her  bloom  and  air^ 

And  dimm'd  her  eye,  with  radiance  taught  to  rolK 

But  now  forbear  such  doings,  I  desirej 
Hurt  not  the  form.  that,  all  admire : 
Oh!  never  wittLwhitehairaiAer  temple  sprinkle 
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Oil!  ncred  be  Afr  cheek,  Act  iip,  AerfakxHii! 
And  do  not,  io  a  lovdy  IMmj^e^s  nxm, 
pbce  a  hud  moitifyiiig  Wrinkle. 

Know,  shoukist  tboo  hid  die  beauteous  DochesB  Mc^ 
Tbou  tfaerdiy  ninst  thy  own  ddi^^  mvide ; 
And  know,  'twill  be  a  kng  kmg  wfafle 
Before  tfaoQ  ff^st  her  equal  to  oar  Isle. 
Tben  do  not  with  this  sweet  dh^-JTctrnvrt  part; 
But  keep,  to  show  the  triumph  of  thy  Art. 


ECONOMY. 

£coiroHT*s  a  very  useful  Broom ; 

Yet  should  not  ceaseless  hunt  about  the  room. 

To  catch  each  straggling  Pin  to  make  a  plufldh. 
Too  oft  Economy's  an  iron  Vicet 
That  squeezes  even  the  little  guts  of  Mice, 

Thatpeq)  with  fearfol  eyes,  and  ask  a  erambw 

Frdper  Economy's  a  comely  thing; 
Good  m  a  Subject,  httter  in  a  King; 

Yet,  pushed  toofar^  it  dulls  each  finer  feding: 
Most  easily  inclined  to  ranks  folks  mean; 
lr»clines  them  too  to  villnny  to  lean. 

To  ofer-readiiog,  perjury,  mA  mtdmg. 
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Even  when  the  heart  should  only  think  of  grief, 
It  creeps  mto  the  bosom  like  a  Thief, 
And  swallows  up  th'  afiections  all  so  mild : 
Witness  the  Jewess  and  her  only  Child. 


THE  JEWESS  AND  HER  SON. 

■ 

Poor  Mistress  Levi  bad  a  luckless  Son, 
Who  rushing  to  obtain  the  foremost  seat 
(In  imitation  of  th*  ambitious  Great), 
High  from  the  Gallery,  ere  the  Play  begun^ 
He  fell  all  plump  into  the  Pit, 
Dead  in  a  minate  as  a  Nit : 
In  short,  he  broke  his  pretty  Hebrew  neck ; 
Indeed,  and  very  dreadful  was  the  wreck. 

The  Mother  was  distracted,  raving,  wild; 

Shriek'd,  tore  her  hair,  embraced  and  kiss'd  her  Child*; 

Afflicted  every  heart  with  grief  around. 
Soon  as  the  shower  of  tears  was  somewhat  past, 
And  moderately  calm  th'  hysteric  blasts 

She  cast  about  her  eyes  in  thought  profound ; 
And,  being  with  a  saving  knowledge  bless'd. 
She  thus  the  Playhouse  Manager  addressed : — 
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^'  Sher,  I'm  de  Moder  of  de  poor  Chew  Lad 
Dat  meet  mishfarten  here  so  bad  : 
Sher,  I  muss  haf  de  shiliing  backy  you  know  ; 
Ass  Moses  haf  nat  see  de  show.** 


But  as  for  Avarice,  'tb  the  very  Devil ;  . 
The  fount,  alas !  of  every  evil ; 

The  Cancer  of  the  Heart,  the  worst  of  ills  : 
Wherever  sown,  luxuriantly  it  thrives ; 
No  Flower  of  Virtue  near  it  thrives ; 

Like  Aconite,  where'er  it  spreads  it  kills. 

In  every  soil  behold  the  poison  spring ; 
Can  tamt  the  Beggar,  and  infect  the  King. 

The  mighty  Marlborough  pilfer'd  cloth  and  bread ; 

So  says  that  gentle  Satirist,  Squire  Pope : 
And  Peterborough's  Earl,  upon  this  head. 

Affords  us  little  room  to  hope 
That  what  the  Twickenham  Bard  avowed, 
Mi^t  not  be  readily  allowed. 
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THE  EARL  OF  PETERBOROUGH 
AND  THE  MOB. 

Through  London  streets  upon  a  day, 
The  Earl  of  Peterborough  took  his  way, 

All  in  his  pompous  coach ;  perhaps  to  dine  i 
The  Mob  of  London  took  it  in  their  head, 
This  was  the  Duke  of  Marlborough,  so  dread 

To  Frenchmen  on  the  Danube  and  the  Rhine. 

Unable  such  high  merit  to  reward, 

The  IVIob  resolved  to  show  a  great  regard ; 

And  so,  uniting,  join'd  their  forces 

To  draw  his  carriage,  and  dismiss  the  horses.  - 

The  Earl  from  out  his  carriage  poked  his  face. 
And  told  the  Mob  that  he  was  not  His  Grace ; 

Then  bid  them  be  convinced,  and  look. 
Hard  of  belief,  as  even  the  hardest  Jew, 
They  told  him  tliat  they  better  knew, 

Then  swore  by  God  he  was  the  Duke ; 
Then  threw  their  hats  in  air  with  loud  huzzas. 
And  form'd  a  Thunder  of  Applause. 

Loud  bawl'd  the  Earl,  that  they  were  all  deceived : 
Loud  bawl'd  the  Mob,  he  should  not  be  believed. 

VOLr  II.  o 
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"Zounds!"  cried  the  Earl,  "be  converts  then  this 
minute : " — 
So  throwing  sixpence  to  them,  "  There,  there,  there. 
Take  that,"  cried  Peterborough  with  a  sneer  ; 

^^  Ncfw  if  you  think  Vm  he,  the  Devil's  in  it." 


ODE  TO  A  DISTRESSED  BEAUTY. 

Sweet  Girl,  forbear  to  droop  thy  head  with  shame. 

What  though  the  Parson  did  not  tie  the  knot  ? 
What  though  the  Boy  should  come  ?  He'll  bring  thee  fame 

The  World's  an  Ass,  and  Custom  is  a  Sot. 
Hold  up  thy  head,  and  meet  mankind  with  pride ; 
And  throw  thy  blushes  and  thy  fears  aside. 

Eve  had  no  Parson,  for  no  Priest  was  Adam ; 
And  yet  not  out  of  countenance  was  Madam. 
Her  modesty  received  no  grievous  shocks, 
When  Master  Csdn  was  put  upon  the  stocks ; 
Nor  when,  t'  increase  the  number  at  her  table, 
She  set  about  the  frame  of  Master  Abel. 

Once  more  then,  do  not  be  afraid. 

Witliout  thy  Boy,  a  Wonder  may  be  missing ; 
A  Likeness  of  my  charming  Maid  : 

The  Boy  may  do  a  credit  to  thy  kissing. 
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Thou  putt'st  me  of  the  Moromg  much  in  mind^ 

Who  seems  afraid  to  peep  up(Hi  mankind ; 

So  slow  her  motions,  all  so  very  slow : 

And  then  her  cheeks  so  deep  with  crimson  glow  : — 

But  safe  delivered  of  her  Boy,  the  Sun, 
The  lusty  Lad,  so  proud  his  race  to  run, 

Mounts  high,  exulting  in  his  birth ; 
Dries  up  her  tears,  her  blushes  puts  to  flight, 
Towers  in  bold  triumph  o'er  the  cloud  of  night, 

And  pours  a  flood  of  radiance  o'er  the  etirth. 

Then  let  me  kiss  away  thy  tears  ; 

Oh !  cease  thy  sighs,  and  be  a  happy  mother  : 
And  when  this  chopping  Boy  appears. 

Suppose  we  give  the  Lad  a  little  brother  ? 


THE  GENTLEMAN  AND  HIS  WIFE. 

p£OPL£  may  have  too  much  of  a  good  thing : 
Full  as  an  egg  of  wisdom,  thus  I  sing. — 

A  Man  of  some  small  fortune  had  a  Wife ; 
S^ms  doutey  to  be  the  comfort  of  his  life ; 
And  pretty  well  they  bore  the  yoke  together : 


02 
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With  little  jarring  lived  the  Pair  one  year ; 
Sometimes  the  matrimonial  sky  was  dear. 

At  times  'twas  dark  and  dull,  and  ha^  weather. 

Now  came  the  time  when  Mistress  in  the  straw 
Did,  for  the  World's  support,  her  screams  prepare; 

And  Slop  appeared  with  fair  obstetric  paw, 
To  introduce  his  Pupil  to  our  air ; 

While  in  a  neighbouring  room  the  Husband  saf. 

Musing  on  this  thing  now,  and  now  on  that : — 

Now  sighing  at  the  sorrows  of  his  Wife ; 
Praying  to  Heaven  that  he  could  take  the  pain  i 
But,  recollecting  that  such  prayers  were  vain. 

He  made  no  more  an  offer  of  his  life. 

As  Urns  he  mused  in  solemn  study, 

Ideas  sometimes  clear  and  sometimes  muddy. 

In  Betty  rush'd  witli  comfortable  news: 
**  Sir,  Sir,  I  wish  you  joy,  I  wish  you  joy ; 
Madam  is  brought  to  bed  of  a  fine  Boy, 

As  fuie  as  ever  stood  in  shoes.** — 

•*  \\\\  glad  on"t,  Betty,*  cried  the  Master: 
•*  1  pmy  there  may  be  no  disaster; 
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All's  with  your  Mistress  well,  I  hope  ?"-r- 
Quoth  she,  "  All's  well  as  heart. can  well  desire, 
With  Madam  and  the  fine  young  Squire ; 

So  likewise. says  old  Doctor  Slop." 

Off  Betty  hurried  fast  as  she  could  scour, 

Fast  and  as  hard  as  any  Horse 
That  trotteth  fourteen  miles  an  hour — 

A  pretty  tolerable  course. 

Soon  happy  Betty  came  again^ 
Blowing  with  all  her  might  and  main, 

Just  like  a  Grampus  or  a  Whale  ; 
In  sounds  too  that  would  Calais  reach  $'om  Dover  : 
"  Sir,  Sir,  more  happy  tidings ;  'tis  not  over  : 

And  Madam's  brisker  than  a  Nightingale : 

"  A  fine  young  Lady  to  the  World  is  come. 

Squalling  away  just  as  I  left  the  room. 

Sir,  this  is  better  than  a  good  estate." — 

'^  Humph !"  quoth  the  happy  Man,  and  scratch'd  bis  pate. 

Now  looking  up,  now  looking  down. 
Not  with  a  smile,  but  somewhat  like  a  firown, 
"  Good  God !"  says  he,  "  why  was  not  I  a  Cock, 
Who  never  feels  of  burdening  Brats  the  shock ; 
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Wlio  Turk-like  struts,  amidst  his  Madams  piddiig ; 
While  to  the  Hen  belongs  the  care 
To  carry  thetn  to  eat,  or  take  the  air, 

Or  bed  beneath  her  wing  the  Chicken  ?" 

Just  as  this  smeet  soliloquy  was  ended, 
He  found  affairs  not  greatly  mended; 

For  in  bounced  Bet,  her  rump  with  rapture  jigg^ : 
"  Another  Daughter,  Sir,  a  charming  child." — 
"  Another  /'*  cried  the  Man,  with  wonder  wild  ; 

**  Zounds,  Betty,  ask  your  Mistress  if  she's  figging.^ 


THE  PARSON-DEALER. 

What  pity  'tb,  in  this  our  goodly  land. 
That  'mongst  the  Apostolic  band 

So  ill  divided  are  the  loaves  and  fishes ! 
Archbishops,  Bishops,  Deans,  and  Deacons, 
With  ruddy  Faces  blazing  just  like  Beacons, 

Shall  daily  cram  upon  a  dozen  dishes ; 
While  half  th'  inferior  Cassocks  think  it  well. 
Of  beef  and  pudding  even  to  get  a  smeU. 

A  plodding  Hostler,  willing  to  be  Master, 
And  rise  in  this  good  World  a  little  faster, 
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Left  broom  and  manger  at  the  Old  Blue  Boar ; 
Meaning  by  panoning  to  support  a  table. 
Lo !  of  Divines  he  kept  a  Livery  Stable ; 

A  pretty  stud  indeed,  about  a  score. 

Of  different  Colours  were  his  Gospel  Hacks  : 
Some  few  were  whites  indeed,  but  many  blacks  ; 

That  is,  some  tolerable,  many  sad  : 
And  verily,  to  give  the  Devil  his  due, 
The  Man  did  decency  pursue, 

Which  shows  he  was  hot  qidte  so  bad. 

For,  lo  !  to  dying  persons  of  nobility ^ 
He  sent  his  Parsons  of  gentility, 

To  give  the  necessary  pray V : 
To  parting  people  of  a  mean  condition, 
Wantmg  a  Soul-physician, 

He  suited  them  with  blackguards  to  a  hair. 

To  such  as  were  of  mild  disorders  dying. 

Viz.  of  the  Doctor  J  gouts,  or  stones,  or  gravels, 

He  sent  good  Priests,  of  manners  edifying, 
To  comfort  sinners  on  their  traveb  ; 

But  to  low  people  in  infectious  fever, 

Or  any  other  dangerous  one  in  vogue, 
Such  was  his  honesty,  tlie  Man  for  ever 

Most  scrupufously  sent  a  rogue. 
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It  happened  on  a  day  when  Fate  was  raging 
(Crimp-like,  for  other  regions  troops  engaging), 

When  Clergymen  were  busy  all  as  Bees ; 
A  poor  old  dying  Woman  sent 
To  this  same  Parson-monger  compliment, 

Begging  a  Clergyman  her  soul  to  ease. 

Unluckily,  but  one  was  in  his  staliy 
And  he  the  very  best  of  all. 

What  should  be  done  ? 
Necessitas  non  habet  legs : 
So  to  the  Priest  he  goes,  and  begs 
That  he  would  visit  the  old  Crone. 

"  Sir,'*  quoth  the  Parson,  "  I  agreed 
To  go  to  gentlefolks  in  time  of  need. 

But  not  to  every  poor  old  lousy  Soul." — 
"  True,"  cried  the  Patron  7  "  to  be  sure,  ^tis  true ; 
But,  Parson,  do  oblige  me,  prithee  do  : 

Let's  put  her  decently  into  the  hole. 

"  All  my  black  Tribe,  you  know,  are  now  abroad  : 
I'd  do  it,  if  I  could,  myself,  by  God. 

Then  what  a  dickens  can  I  do  or  say  ? — 
Go,  mumble,  Man,  about  a  prayer  and  half, 
Tell  the  old  Bitcli  her  Soul  is  safe, 

Then  take  yo\xrfee  and  come  away." 
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BIENSlfcANCE. 

There  is  a  little  moral  thing  in  France, 
Call'd  by  the  Natives  biensiance. 
Much  are  the  English  Mob  inclined  to  scout  it, 
But  rarely  is  Monsieur  Canaille  without  it. 

To  biensiance  'tis  tedious  to  incline, 
In  maoy  cases : 
To  flatter,  par  exemple^  keep  smooth  faces, 
When  kick'd,  or  suffering  grievous  want  of  coiq. 

To  Vulgars,  biensSance  may  seem  an  oddity : 
I  deem  it  a  most  portable  commodity ;  , 

A  sort  of  magic  wand. 
Which  if  'tis  used  with  ingenuity, 
Although  a  utensil  of  much  tenuity, 

In  place  of  something  solid  it  will  stand. 

For  verily  I've  marvell'd  times  enow 
To  see  an  Englishman,  the  ninny, 
Give  people  for  their  services  a  Guinea, 

Which  Frenchmen  have  reivarded  with  a  Bow. 

Bows  are  a  bit  of  biensiancej 

Much  practised  too  in  that  same  France ; 
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Yet  call'd  by  Quakers,  Children  of  Inanity  : 
But,  as  they  pay  their  court  to  people's  vanity, 
Like  Rolling-pins  tliey  smooth,  where'er  they  go, 
The  Souls  and  Faces  of  mankind  like  Dough. 
With  some  bdeed  may  biensiance  prevail 
To  folly :  see  the  under-written  Tale, 


THE  PETTT-MAITRE, 

AMD 

THE  MAN  ON  THE  WHEEL 

At  Paris  some  time  since,  a  murdering  man, 

A  German,  and  a  most  unlucky  chap, 
Sad  stumbling  at  the  threshold  of  his  plan. 
Fell  into  Justice's  strong  trap. 

The  Bungler  was  condemn'd  to  grace  the  Wheel, 
On  which  the  dullest  fibres  learn  \jofed; 

His  limbs  secundum  artem  to  be  broke 
Amidst  ten  thousand  people  perhaps  or  more ; 

Whenever  Monsieur  Ketch  implied  a  stroke. 
The  Culprit,  like  a  Bullock,  made  a  roar. 

A  flippant  Petit-Maltre  skippiog  by, 

Stepp'd  up  to  him,  and  cbeck'd  him  for  his  cry.— 


! 
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^*  Bah !  '*  quoth  the  German ;  '^an't  I  'pon  de  wheel  ? 
D*ye  tink  my  nerfs  and  bons  can't  feel  ?" — 

"  Sir,""  quoth  the  Beau,  ^^  don't,  don't  be  in  a  passion; 
I've  nought  to  say  about  your  Situation  :   * 
But  making  such  a  hideous  Noise  in  France, 
Fellow,  is  contrary  to  biemSance.'^ 


THE  TRIUMPH  OF  ISIS, 


OR 


DOCTOR  CHAPMAN'S  THESIS. 

Oxford's  Vice  Chancellor,  a  man 

Who  fear'd  the  Lord,  and  loved  the  Courtier  clan, 

By  virtue  of  his  trade  a  Thesis*  order'd, 
Which  curs'd  the  terrible  Assassination 
Intended  for  the  Monarch  of  our  Nation 
By  Margaret  Nicholson,  in  mind  disordered ; 
That  likewise  praised  the  Royal  Peep 
On  Oxford  and  the  Arts  so  deep. 

«  A  Latm  Tliesu  is  ammany  pven  oot  by  the  Vice  GhanceDor  for  tbe  tabject 
of  a  Poem,  and  Twenty  PooBck  allotted  to  the  Pnm 
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So  violent  was  Doctor  Chapman's  zeal, 
He  quite  forgot  Latinity  and  Graces : 

Poor  Priscian's  head,  whose  wounds  he  cannot  heal, 
Was  broke  in  half  a  dozen  places. 

Yet,  though  a  simple  Doctor  (how  amazing !), 
He  set  the  University  a  blazing : 
Such  was  the  kindling  zeal  that  he  inherits ; 
A  Farthing  Candle  in  a  Cask  of  Spirits  ! 

Richards  of  Trinity,  who  won  the  Prize, 
Now  strutted  Victor  forth  with  scornful  eyes ; 
Bringing  to  pdind  the  Bards  and  tuneful  Daipes 
Who  vied  for  conquest  at  th*  Olympic  Games. 

Forth  march'd  ttx)  Vice ;  videlicet ,  the  Doctor, 
Who,  purring  for  preferment,  slily  mouses ; 

Attended  by  each  Dog-whipper,  called  Proctor, 
And  ejke  the  Heads  and  Tails  of  all  the  Houses. 

Forth  march'd  the  Nobles  in  their  Sunday's  geer : 
Forth  strutted  too  each  Beadle,  like  the  Peer, 
With  silver  staffs,  blue  gowns,  and  velvet  caps ; 
A  set  of  very  pompous-looking  chaps : — 
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While  Hayes*,  who  sticlcs  like  Stag-hounds  tx)  a  Haunch, 

Moved  on  in  all  the  majesty  of  paunch : 

To  greet  of  all  our  ears  the  trembling  drums, 

The  piper  play'd  "  The  conquering  Hero  comes." 

Loud  groan'd  the  Organ  through  his  hundred  pipes, 
As  if  the  poor  Machine  had  got  Jjie  Gripes ; 
As  if  too  'twas  the  Organ's  firm  persuasions, 
He  oft  had  roar'd  on  more  sublime  occasions. 

Now  Chapman  took,  'midst  great  compeers,  his  station. 
Crew  open'd  subject  in  a  fair  oration  : 

Then  clapp'd  was  Crew ;  to  him  applause  was  news. 
Now  *gan  the  Bard  his  Poem  to  recite, 
And  soaring  bade  poor  Common  Sense  good  night, 

So  lofty  were  the  pinions  of  his  Muse. 

Thick  as  the  pattering  Hail  his  Praises  shower ; 
So  strong  his  Poetry's  mechanic  power, 

High  mounts  the  Monarch  by  his  tuneful  Lever : 
His  Muse's  magnifying-art  so  grieat, 
Behold  his  George  an  Alfred  form  complete ; 

Small  Peg,  Goliah ;  and  her  Knife,  a  Cleaver ! 


•Hie 
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Now  back  the  sable  Bodies  moved  again, 
like  Beetles  all  so  thick^  a  crawling  host ; 

While  Contemplation  wrapp'd  the  loyal  train. 
Expecting,  by  the  next  day's  post, 

To  see  their  acts  in  pompous  print  displayed, 

And  wreaths  of  Glory  crown  the  Cavalcade. 

A  Serious  Reflection. 

How  useless  was  th'  above !  Each  person  grieves, 
And,  with  the  grieving  Doctor,  cries  out  "  Shame ! 
That  so  much  loyal  zeal  for  nought  should  flame ; 

Not  even  obtain  a  pair  of  coarse  Lawn  Sleeves, 

Which  poor  Saint  David  giveth  to  support 

The  holy  oil-of*fool  men  of  a  Court* 


ODE  TO  PATIENCE. 

Sweet  daughter  of  Religion,  modest  Fair, 
Thy  hands  upon  thy  bosom  so  tranquilk. 

With  eyes  to  Heaven,  with  so  divine  an  air. 
So  calmly  smilmg,  so  resign'd  thy  will ; 

Oh  sent  to  teach  us,  and  our  passions  cool, 

I  wbh  thou  hadst  a  little  larger  school ! 


f 


SUBJECTS  FOR  PAINTERS-  207 

Lo !  Man,  so  great  his  want  of  grace. 
If  he  but  cuts  a  pimple  on  his  face 

When  shaving; 
Like  man  bewitched  he  jumps  about. 
Kicks  up  a  most  infernal  rout. 

And  seemeth  absolutely  raving : 
And,  lo !  all  this  for  want  of  thy  tuition : — 
Thus  travel  souls  of  people  to  perdition. 

Stand  at  my  side,  O  stoic  Dame  ! 

On  Starling  Martyn  bid  me  cry  out  "  Shame,*' 

Instead  of  knocking  the  dull  fellow  down, 
When  up  the  Ninnyhammer  starts  to  preach, 
And  impudently  interrupts  a  speech 

Of  Orators  of  fieur  and  first  renown  ; 
Just  like  the  Owl  that  scares  the  moonlight  hour, 
While  Philomela  warbles  from  her  bowV. 

And,  oh !  attend  me  when  my  eyes 
View  Dedications  fiU'd  with  fulsome  lies, 

In  praise  of  generous  Queens  and  Kings : 
Heaven  swell  Xhefountaim  oi  their  hearts^ 
That  seldom  water  the  poor  Arts, 
.    However  sweetly  adulation  sings ! 

Eke  when  I  hear  that  stupid  parson  Hill 
God's  house  with  every  nonsense  fill. 
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And  then  with  blasphemy  each  sentence  cramm'd ; 
And  when  I  hear  th'  Impostor  cry, 
"  IVe  news,  you  ragamuffins,  from  the  Sky ; 

I'm  come  to  tell  you  that  you'll  all  be  damn'd  : 

"  I'm  come  from  God,  ye  Strumpets;  come  from  God : 
I'm  God  Almighty's  servant ;  hear  my  voice.'' — 

Which,  if  it  were  so,  would  be  vastly  odd, 

Since  Heaven  would  show  badjudgement  in  the  choice. 

Dead  all  his  money-loving  soul's  desires, 
When  subtle  Hawkesbury  talks  oi patriot  fires, 

And  yielding  places  up  to  save  the  Nation; 
When  of  importance  braggeth  simple  Leeds ; 
When  Gloster's  far-famed  Wife  for  meekness  pleads; 

And  Gloster's  Duke  breathes  war  and  desolatioo : — 

When  Brudenell  talks  of  elegance  and  ease; 
When  Thurlow  turns  the  first  of  decoteeSj 

And,  to  astound  the  Million,  builds  a  church; 
When  Royal  Folks  of  ^xxre^i friendship  boast, 
Make  generosity  their  constant  toast, 

Yet  leave  poor  pining  Merit  in  the  lurch : — 

When  ttYwifer  J  through  his  spy-glass  Marlborough  views, 
And  sends  to  Banks  tlie  great,  th'  important  news, 
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Fresh  from  his  cramunis  phUosophjc  fogs ; 
When  Dick  descants  on  any  thing  but  crout. 
When  Thompson  aught  performs  beyond  a  scout, 

And  Maw  bey  talks  of  any  thing  but  hogs; 
Sweet  Patience,  sootb  me  with  thy  Saint-like  note, 
Or,  driven  to  madness,  I  shall  cut  my  throat. 


TO  A  NEST  OF  LORDS. 

fi£D-cuAMB£R  utcnsilSy  you  sccm  distressed, 
And  swear  with  horror  that  my  Rhymes  molest 

Of  certain  Folks  so  great  the  sweet  repose ; 
Running  about  with  horrors,  groans,  and  sighs, 
And  floods,  produced  by  onions,  in  your  eyes, 

So  strong  your  friendship,  and  so  vast  your  woes ! 

Dear  humming  Lords,  on  Friendship  bray  no  more. 

Nor  thus  the  Bard's  depravity  deplore. 

Lo !  like  yourselves  each  man  his  trumpet  bears, 

In  tame  Credulity's  wide-gaping  ears. 

Of  friendship  the  sublimity  to  sound; — 

Friendship,  in  dictionaries  only  found. 

Perchance^  my  Lords,  in  foreign  parts  youVe  been : 
Perchance  your  optics  fair  Versailles  have  seen; 

vol.  11.  p 
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Likewise  the  Vatican^  with  all  its  state, 
And  eke  th'  Escurial,  pride  of  Spain  coafest  ;-— 
But,  'midst  those  Scenes,  did  e'er  your  eye-balli  Uest 

See  a  Pig  hanging  in  a  Gate  ? 

If  e'er  you  did  tliis  last  great  Sight  bdiold, 
You  need  not,  Lords  so  sapient,  to  be  told 

What  most  untuneful  notes  the  Prisoner  makes : 
Indeed  the  Hog  his  mouth  and  lungs  employs 
In  liaising  such  ear-crucifying  noise. 

As  if  tie  really  was  transfix'd  with  Stakes. 

Now  near  him  should  there  happen  to  be  Hogs 
Passing  their  happy  hours  among  the  bogs, 

Grunting  soft  things  to  their  own  flesh  and  blood 
(That  is,  unto  their  Sweethearts  and  their  Brides) ; 
Lying,  like  ancient  Romans,  on  their  sides, 

And  dining  on  the  Dainties  of  the  Mud  ;*— 

Forgetting  love,  and  dainty  mud  so  fattening, 
In  which  they  had  been  battening, 

Up  leaps  the  Herd  of  Swine  for  his  protection : 
Just  like  the  Herd  that  had  the  Devil, 
Away  they  scamper,  all  so  civil. 

Resolving  or  to  free  him  or  to  die* 
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Such  is  of  Swiile  ihefriendlff  quality. 
Although  proverbial  for  brutality  f 

* 

But  when  at  Newgate  to  be  hung, 
A  Christian  pours  a  dying  song, 

I  grant  that  numbers  hasten  to  the  wretch, 
Most  Pig-like ;  but,  alas !  lift  not  a  hand, 
To  keep  him  longer  in  the  land, 

And  snatch  him  from  the  talons  of  Jack  Ketch. 

No ;  on  the  contrary,  so  fond  their  eyes 
Of  seeing  how  a  brother  dies, 
I  from  the  bottom  of  my  soul  believe 
They  would  not  wish  him  a  reprieve. 

Thus,  were  your  good  friend  Pitt  condemned  to  swing — 
Nay,  even  were  greater  people  I  could  name. 
For  whom  with  goodly  zeal  you  seem  to  flame — 

I  don't  believe  you'd  wish  to  cut  the  string, 
Were  you  but  tolerably  sure 
The  next  in  power  would  give  you  skvpence  more. 

Learn  then,   my  Lords,  though  with  contempt  you 

treat  'em. 
Friendship  from  Hogs,  as  well  as  eat  *em. 


Ti 
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At  length. my  Subjects  end,  and  how 
To  Folly  let  me  make  my  best  court-bow. 

O  Goddess !  still  monopolise  the  great : 
Then  oft,  to  please  the  palate  of  tiie  times. 
The  Muse  shall  ride  to  market  with  her  Rhymes, 

And  thrive  upon  her  Helicon  estate. 


EXPOSTULATORY  ODES 


TO 


A  GREAT  DUKE 


Am 


A  LITTLE  LORD. 


Et  mm  mtrtiferm  atfacMmiimf  Juteval. 


FcLL  ■Hmj  •  wight  balk  fdfin'd  fiir  »  Sonc 
And  cen'd  liii  ▼olabaity  of  toagac 


That  Peter  may  not  iktu  bare  cave  to  si> 
With  Jsfcay,  poor  fellow!  letB8|ir^. 


EPISTLE  DEDICATORY, 


My  Lords, 

Your  uncommon  attention  to  my  late  Publications 
demands  a  return  of  Gratitude.    Permit  me  to  present 

« 

to  your  Lordships  the  following  Lyric  Trifles ;  which, 
if  possessed  of  merit  sufiicient  to  preserve  them  from 
oblivion,  will  inform  Posterity  that  you  existed. 

I  am,  my  Lords, 

&c.  &c.  &c. 

Peter  Pindar. 
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ODE  I. 

Most  noble  Peers,  there  goes  an  odd  report, 
That  you,  prune  favourites  of  an  honest  Court, 

Are  hunting  Treason  'midst  my  Publications ; 
Hunting,  like  Blood-hounds,  with  the  keenest  noses : 
Which  hound-like  hunting  naturally  supposes 

The  Bard  dares  satirize  the  King  of  Nations. 

Ye  sharp  State-Mousers,  with  your  watering  jaws, 
God  keep  me  from  the  vengeance  of  your  claws ! 
An  Asiatic  fight  might  be  renewed. 
What  feathers  flying,  what  a  field  of  blood, 

'Twixt  Falcon  Burke  and  Sheridan,  so  brave, 
And  Heron  Hastings ;  such  a  dainty  dish, 
So  wont  to  cram  on  Asiatic  fish, 

The  largest,  fattest,  of  the  Eastern  wave ! 

Yes,  yes ;  I  hear  that  you  have  watch'd  my  note^ 
And  wish'd  to  squeeze  my  tuneful  throat ; 
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When  Thurlow  your  designs  most  wisely  scouted^ 
Swearing  the  Poet  should  not  yet  be  knouted. 

Thus  when  Grimalkin  in  its  cage  espies 

A  Linnet,  or  Canary  Bird,  so  sweet ; 
The  Scoundrel  lifts,  so  sanctified^  his  eyes, 

Contriving  how  the  Warbler's  back  to  greet: 

He  squints,  and  licks  his  lips,  stalks  round,  and  rounds 
Twinkling  with  mischief  fraught  his  Tiger-tail ; 

Now  on  his  rump  he  sits,  in  thought  profound, 
Looks  up  with  hungry  wishes  to  assail  ;«- 

When  sudden  enters  Master  with  a  roar, 

And  kicks  the  scheming  Murderer  to  door. 


ODSU. 

Right  honest  Watch-dogs  of  the  State, 
I  like  to  smile  at  Kings,  but  treason  hate. 

Most  busy  JenkinaoD,  Bute's  once  best  Friend 
(A  ftatdse  that  stamps  a  character  diomeX 

Believe  not  thus  the  Poet  can  ofiend* 
Ye  Gods,  can  Peter  pour  th*  wUayal  line? 

/,  Peter,  perpetrate  so  foul  a  thing  1  . 
I  ofier  mischief  U^^good^  King ! 
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Now  be  it  known  to  all  the  Realms  around, 
I  would  not  lose  my  Liege  for  twenty  pound. 

Mild  Osborne,  softer  than  the  Down  of  Goose, 

I  beg  you  will  not  let  suspicion  loose : 

If  so,  of  history  111  turn  compiler ; 

Divulge  some  tame  Amours  with  Mistress  Cuyler: 

Sa  tame  indeed,  so  singularly  stupid, 

As  gave  a  blush  to  little  pimping  Cupid. 

0  Heavens !  can  Jenkinson  and  Osborne  long, 
Foes  to  the  Muse,  to  cut  out  Peter's  tongue  ? 
Arm'd  with  the  Jove-like  thunders  of  the  Crown, 
To  knock  with  those  dread  bolts  a  simple  Poet  down? 

Lo !  into  life  against  my  will  I  tumbled, 
And,  says  my  Nurse,  I  made  a  horrid  clatter ; 

Kick'd,  sprawl'd,  and  sputter'd,  gaped,  and  cried,  and 

grumbled, 
Quite  angry,  seemingly,  with  Mother  Natiu^ : 

Who,  queefi'likcy  thmking  all  she  does  is  rights 
Against  my  wishes  lugg*d  me  into  light ; — 
And  what  is  harder,  and  worse  manners  still, 
She'll  kick  me  out  of  it  against  my  wilL 
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Yet  since  on  this  world's  Theatre  I'm  thrown, 
Which  with  my  temper  now  begins  to  nut ; 

And  since  its  Drama  pleases ;  I  must  own 
I  should  be  sorry  to  remain  a  mute : 

Inclined  to  say,  like  Beckford  undeterr'd, 

«  By  God,  ini  speak,"  and  "  Damme  I'U  be  heaitl  V 

My  Lords,  I  fain  would  live  a  little  longer ; 
For  lo !  desire,  as  to  a  bosom- wife, 
Undoubtedly  the  greatest  bUss  of  life. 

Hath  taken  deeper  root  and  stronger. 

Would  He  who  made  the  world  look  down,  and  say, 
"  Peter,  wilt  live  on  earth  a  thousand  years  ?" 

"  Lord,  Lord,"  I  should  delighted  roar  away, 
"  Ten  thousand,  if  to  thee  it  meet  appears." — 

"  So  long !  what  for  ?*  the  Deity  might  cry. — 
"  O  great  Divinity,"  quoth  I, 

*^  A  thousand  reasons ;  principally  one. 
To  see  the  present  Prince  of  Wales, 
Whom  many  an  aspic  tongue  assails. 

Aloft  on  Britain's  envied  throne : 

*  TV  Hooie  of  Commooi  freqnntly  resounded  with  those  emphetie  es- 
of  the kte angty  petriotic  AkknMB,  when OentleMa,  hytcnqn^^ 
,  cooghinf  •  and  fioiBi^r,  (to  adopt  the  pfaiiMolonr  of  «y  old  ftiend 
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*^  Where  halftixe  Monarchs  that  have  sat  before 
Have  only  sat  to  eat,  add  drink,  and  snore ; 
To  damn  the  credit  of  the  age, 
And  load  with  folly  History's  blushing  page.** — 

And,  Jenkinson,  should  thy  hard  face  behold 
A  George  the  Fourth  upon  the  throne. 

Adieu  at  once  thy  Age  of  Gold  : 
Behold  thy  hopes  of  higher  honours  gone ! 

Then  get  thyself  an  earldom  quick,  quick,  quick. 

For  fear  of  Fortune's  wild  vagaries ; 
Thus  shall  thy  Daughters  all,  like  Mushrooms  thick. 

Rise  Lady  Joans  and  Madges,  Nells  and  Maries. 


ODE  m. 

I  OWN  I  love  the  Prince;  his  virtues  charm: 
I  know  the  Youth  received  from  Heaven  a  heart ; 

In  friendship's  cause  I  know  his  bosom  warm. 
That  maketh  certain  folk  with  wonder  start 

7is  true  that  from  my  soul  the  man  I  hate 
ImmersM  in  mammon,  and  by  Misery  got; 

Who,  to  complete  his  dinner,  licks  his  plate, 
And  wishes  to  have  every  thing  for  nought : 

Poetor  Joimson)  meant  to  oppofo  the  tmpetiKMity  of  pecvoiary  giujpUice,  tad 
the  eboIUUoii 
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Who,  if  he  gained,  the  dice  would  meanly  cog ; 
Rob  the  blind  Beggar's  scrip,  and  starve  his  Dog : — 
And  that  there  are  such  wretches  near  a  Throne, 
D^raded  Nature  tells  it  with  a  groan. 

Perdition  catch  the  money-grasping  wretch, 
With  Hook-like  Fingers  ever  on  the  stretch ; 
Who,  sighing,  vents  on  Charity  a  curse. 
That  asks  for  want  a  penny  from  his  purse : 

The  Heart  that  lodges  in  that  Miser's  breast, 
Fot  Money  feels  the  hunger  of  the  Shark : 

Resembling  too  the  rusty  iron  Chest 
That  holds  his  Idol ;  close,  and  hard,  and  dark. 

Give  me  the  YoutK  who  dares  at  times  unbend ; 
And,  scorning  Moderation's  Prude-like  stare. 
Can  to  her  teeth,  and  to  the  World,  declare 

Ebriety  a  merit  with  a  Friend. 

When  Friendship  draws  the  cork,  and  bids  the  dome 
With  mirth  and  sallies  of  the  soul  resound ; 

When  Fritodship  bids  the  bowl  overflowing  foam^ 
Till  Morning  eyes  the  board  with  plenty  crownVl ; 

Behold  the  Virtues  that  sublimely  soar. 

Instead  of  meanly  danming,  cry,  '^  Encored 
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ODE  IV. 

With  you,  my  Lords,  I'm  every  thing  that's  evil ; 

There's  scarce  a  crime  Fve  not  committed ; 
The  very  Essence  of  the  Devil, 

Deserving  by  the  Demon  to  be  spitted. 

Just  like  a  Turkey,  Goose,  or  Duck^ 
Prepared  by  Joan  the  Cook  to  go  to  fire ; 

So  wanton  have  you  both  been  pleased  to  pluck 
The  Swan  that  imitates  his  Theban  Sire. 

Of  every  quality  am  I  bereft, 
Not  even  the  shadow  of  a  virtue  left ; 
Not  one  small  moral  feather  in  my  wings. 
When  dead  to  lift  me  to  the  King  of  Kings. 

My  Lords,  beware :  by  mouthing  oft  my  name 
Unwisely,  you  may  damn  me  into  fame; 
By  letting  thus  your  spleen  on  Peter  loose, 
He  builds  triumphal  arches  on  abuse. 

In  vain  the  Bard  turns  Oculist,  and  tries 

To  purge  the  film  from  this  World's  darkened  eyes ; 
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In  vain  to  Piinters,  and  tx)  Printers'  Devils, 
I  fly,  and  advertise  to  cure  King's  evils: 
With  huge  contempt  you  look  on  me,  alack ! 
My  nostrums  curse,  and  call  the  Bard  a  quack. 

In  general.  Authors  are  such  coward  things. 
They  fear  to  speak  their  sentiments  of  Kings 

Till  those  same  Kings  are  dead ;  and  then  the  crowd 
(Just  like  a  pack  of  Hounds),  Historian,  Bard, 
With  Throats  of  Thunder  run  his  memory  hard, 
And  try  to  tear  him  piecemeal  from  his  shroud. 

Now,  if  we  wish  a  Monarch  to  reclaim. 
In  God's  name  let  us  speak  before  he's  dead ; 

Or  else  'tis  ten  to  one  we  miss  our  aim. 

By  staying  till  the  Fates  have  cut  his  thread : 

After  this  operation  of  the  knife, 

I  ne'er  knew  reformation,  in  my  life.  * 

And  yet,  what  is  the  greatest  King  when  dead| 
When  dust  and  worms  his  eyes  and  ears  o'erspread, 
And  low  he  lies  beneath  the  stone? — 
The  man  who  millions  call'd  his  own, 
Howe'er  his  Spectre  may  be  willing, 
Cannot  give  change  t  ye  for  a  shilling. 
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ODE  V. 

Your  taunting  voices  now,  my  Lords,  I  hear; 
And  thus  they  grate  the  Poet's  loyal  ear : 
"  Bard,  we  are  both  superior  to  thy  lays ; 
Deaf  to  thy  censure,  and  despise  thy  praise. 

**  Know  that  our  Monarch  lifts  his  head  sublime^ 
Beyond  the  reach  of  groveling  Rhyme, 

An  Atlas  hiding  midst  the  thickest  Clouds ; 
While  thou  a  Beetle,  doom*d  to  buz  below, 
In  circles  envious  rambling  to  and  fro, 

Survey'st  the  shining  mist  his  head  that  shrouds. 

"  Thy  Rhymes,  insulting  Kings  with  pigmy  pride, 
Are  like  the  Sea's  mad  Waves  that  make  a  pother, 

Wild  rushing  on  some  Promontory's  side, 
One  noisy  blockhead  following  another. 

'^  The  stately  Promontory  seems  to  say, 
'  Aspiring  fools,  go  back  agpun,  go  home:'— 

At  once  the  shoukkr'd  Bullies,  dash'd  away, 
Sink  from  his  stately  side  ill  fruitless  foaou 

VOL.  II.  « 
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"  Thou,  with  Rascallions  like  thyself, 

A  poor  opiniated  elf, 

Letting  on  Kings  thy  pen  licentious  loose, 

Art  like  an  impudent  lame  Goose, 

Who,  as  the  Traveller  calmly  trots  along,  v 

Starts  from  among  his  flock,  an  ill-bred  throng, 

Waddling  with  p)oked'Out  neck,  and  voice  so  coarse. 

As  if  to  swalhno  up  the  Man  and  Horse : 

^*  With  rumpled  feathers  to  the  Steed  he  steals, 
And,  like  a  Coward,  snaps  him  by  the  heels ; 
Then  to  his  gang  with  out-stretch'd  pinions  hobbling, 
The  fool  erect  returns  7)?  Deum  gobbling; 
And  from  each  Brother*s  greeting  gullet  draws 
The  mingled  triumph  of  a  coarse  applause ; 
As  if  the  trotting  Enemies  were  beaten^ 
And  Man  and  Palfrey  kiirdond  eaten. 

*'  Poor  rogue,  thou  bast  not  gpt  the  trifling  spirit 
To  own  thy  King  e'er  did  one  act  of  aaerit''r-- 

My  Lords,  with  great  submission  tp  ypqr  scnfe^  . 
Giving  the  lie,  yet  hoping  nooffcnu; 
An  act  is  hi^  my  beari  with  rapture  b^il^^^ 
George  gave,  t^e  Mcorld  i\ffi  Frinqc  pf  W|Jes : 
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A  Prince  who  wliea  he  filte  Old  Englatid^l  ThrOM^ 
The  Virtues  and  fair  Sciende  sfaiftll  surround  it; 

And  when  he  quits  tfae  Scefltre,  all  shall  own 
He  left  it  as  UMultied  kt  hejbund  it. 


ODE  VI. 

Great  was  the  Bard's  desire  to  siilg  the  Queen, 
Vast  in  her  soul,  merjestic  in  her  mieft  ; 
But  fierce  George  Hardioge*  swore,  if  pens  or  pen 
Of  woman,  women,  man  or  men, 

In  any  wise  ot  shape,  in  Ode  of  Tale, 
Dared  mention  thai  superior  L^dy,  lo ! 
The  law  should  deal  them  such  a  blow ! 

Hang,  pillory,  or  confine  for  Ufe  in  jail. 

And  as  a  Kite,  on  whom  the  small  Birds  stare, 
That  towering  Critic  of  the  Air, 

laf  oft  beset  by  tribes  of  Rooks  and  Crows, 
Amidst  the  crystal  fields  of  Heaven ; 

By  whose  hard  beaks  and  wings,  no  common  foes. 
Sad  knocks  to  gentle  Kite  are  given ; 

q2 
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Surrounded  thus  amidst  that  lofty  hall 
Named  Westminster,  the  gentle  Bard 

Might  of  the  sable  legions  taste  the  gall : 
He  therefore  wisely  means  to  play  his  card  ; 

The  Poet's  qmdUbet  audendi  waves, 

And  thus  his  hide  an  old  Componioo  saves^ 

Ah  me !  the  Legblators  of  Parnassus, 
In  liberty,  though  Englishmen)  surpass  as^. 
What's  sound  at  H^^pocrenCy  tiie  Poet's  Spa, 
Is  not  at  Westminster  sound  law. 

Parnassus  never  with  rare  Genius  wars-; 
But  aidmg  lifts  his  head  to  strike  the  stars : 

At  Westminster  how  different  is  his  fate ! 
Where  if  he  soars  subUme,  and  boldly  sii^, 
The  Shears  of  Law,  like  Fate's,  shall  snip  his  wings, 

And  bid  him  warble  through  an  iron  grate. 

Perchance  Law  Neck-cloths,  form'd  of  deal  or  oak, 

(Like  Marriage,  often  an  unpleasant  yokCj) 

Shall  rudely  hug  his  harmless  throat, 

And  stop  his  Apollinian  note ; 

The  empire  of  fair  Poetry  o'ertuming, 

And  putting  every  Muse  in  mourning. 
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ODE  VII. 

You  tell  me  both,  with  grievous  malice  carping, 
On  one  dull  tune  eternally  I'm  harping. — 

You  would  have  said  to  Milton  just  the  same : 
Who  through  twelve  Books  the  head  of  Satan  maul'd; 
Such  names  the  Prince  of  Darkness  calFd, 

As  must  have  made  you  roar  out  ^'  Shame !" 

You  would  (or  greatly  I  mistake)  have  said, 

"  What,  Milton !  ahvays  plaguing  the  poor  Devil? 

Tor  ever  beating  Nick  about  the  head  ? — 
How  canst  thou  be  so  deoUishly  uncivil? 

"  Was  not  one  Book  sufficient  for  thy  spleen, 
But  must  thou  to  a  mummy  beat  him'; 
And,  like  a  Pickpocket,  so  barbarous  treat  him, 

Through  Books  a  dozen  ot fourteenf* — 

Suppose  these  things  you  could  have  mutter*d; 
And  glorious  Milton,  like  a  Ninny, 
Had  answered,  ^'  There  is  iense  and  reason  in  ye: 

Thank  ye,  kind  .Gentlemen^  for  all  youVe  utter'd. 
The  hmt  you  offer  not  amiss  b ; 
rU  tear  my  Paradise  to  pieces.'' 
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Suppose,  I  ask  you ;  what  had  been  the  evil  ? 

Believe  me^  soniethipg  to  the  World's  sad  cost : 
By  such  civiUttf  to  spare  the  Devil, 

My  Lords,  a  second  Iliad  bad  been  lost. 

Thus  from  poor  Peter  take  the  great  away, 

Of  fun  you  rob  him  of  cart-loads  : 
What  would  Ym  Customers  aH  do  and  say  ? 

Perhaps  curse  you  for  the  loss  of  Odes. 

Youll  say,  "  Let  Satire  meaner  subjects  loof 
Well,  Jenky^  grant  ray  satire  flies  at  j{(?u*| 

Who'd  buy  my  melancholy  vulgar  Book  r — 
Adieu  fair  Fame,  and  Fortune*s  smiles  adieu ! 

But  if  we  daring  trim  a  Royal  jacket, 
Lord  !  what  a  buying,  reading,  what  a  racket! 
How  spruce  the  metamorphosed  Dard  appears  ^ 
With  what  a  confidence  he  pricks  his  eai>! 
Who  just  before,  in  piteous  choy-falL'n  (Eighty. 
Looked  o/the  Jfofui  Face  La  Mandpas  Kaig/iL 

•  Hi'iT  •mncth  to  be  a  coatn4ictioo ;  bat  when  tbe  Reader  it  iq 
that  Jniky  cannot  withoat  moclftfy  be  noied  aaMOf^  tbe  grmt^  tbe  lyUfy 

itamU  c\|)Uioed« 
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Who  runs  to  see  a  Monkey  in  a  trap  ? — 

But  let  the  noble  Lion  grace  the  gin  • 
Lo !  the  whole  World  is  out  to  see  him  snap, 

To  hear  him  growl,  and  triumph  o'er  bis  grin. 

Cut  off  the  head  ofVt  great  Lord, 

Not  wiser  than  the  head  of  a  great  Got^se, 

Tower-Hill  at  once  with  gapets  will  be  stor'd, 

As  if  the  World  were  all  broke  loose ;  * 

But  when  a  little  Villain  haps  to  sWirig^        ' 
What  a  poor  solitary  string  1 
How  few  by  curiosity  arc-fetch'd 
To  see  the  rope  of  Justice  stretch'd  t 

Scarce  any  but  the  Han^an  and  the  Priest, 

To  do  their  duty  at  the  Culprit's  side ; 
With  heihp  and  prayers  his  neck  and  soul  assist, 

And  wish  the  hnely  Traveller  a  good  ride. 


ODE  vm. 

•  •  • 

Hark,  hark !  I  hear  you  Courtier  Pairjexclaim, 
"  This  Peter  is  the  most  audacious  dog ; 

The  fellow  hath  no  reverence  for  a  name  : 
A  King  tb  hini  i*  Q^eatce  above  &  Log."—- 
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Sometimes  bdaw  a  Log,  Sirs,  if  yoa  please : 
A  bold  assertion,  to  be  proved  with  ease*. 

But,  goodly  Gentlemen,  I  do  desire  ye 

T*  aowd  in  this  afiair  ndnute  inquiry. 

Concerning  their  respective  merit ; 

I  fear,  less  prudence  will  be  seen  than  spirit 

Logs  universally  are  useful  things ; 

|L  postulatum  not  allowed  to  Kings. 

"  For  us,  on  Honour  s  pinnacle,"  you  cry, 
**  Whose  heads  are  nearly  level  with  the  sky. 

High  basking  in  the  blase  of  Regal  power ; 
This  Peter,  seldom  from  rank  pride  exempt, 
Calls  us,  with  scowling  eyes  of  fix*d  contempt, 

A  pair  of  Jackdaws  perdi*d  upon  a  Tower. 

'*  Archbbhops,  Bishops,  Servants  of  the  Lord, 
Head-servants  too,  who  preach  the  purest  word. 

With  wooing  hands  enforcing  goodly  matter. 
No  more  by  him,  the  Scomer,  are  accounted 
Than  Sweepers  on  their  Chimneys  mounted. 

That  wield  their  brushy  and  to  the  Vulgar  cbalterJ 

True,  my  dear  Lords ;  for  merit  only  warm, 

Rank  and  fine  trappings  Ions  have  ceased  to  charm : 


A^iemMmgu  Movrcte  jHtily  Ike  Ftn 


EXPOSTUIATORY  ODES.  833 

And  yet,  their  eyes  the  stupid  Million  bless, 
For  barely  getting  sights  of  rank  and  dress. 

When  Judges  a  campaigning  go, 

And  on  their  benches  look  so  big, 
What  gives  them  consequence,  I  trow, 

Is  nothing  but  a  Bushel  Wig ; 

Yet  Bumkins,  gaping  with  a  Bullock  stare. 
See  learning  lodged  in  eoety  hair. — 
But  headSy  not  Aotr,  my  admiration  draw  ; 
Not  Wigs,  but  Wisdom,  strikes  n^  soul  with  awe. 


ODE  IX. 

The  man  who  printeth  his  poetic  fits, 
Into  the  Public's  Mouth  his  Head  commits ; 
Too  oft  a  Lion's  Mouth,  of  danger  fiiU, 
Or  flaming  Mouth  of  Phalaris's  Bull. 
He  pours  the  sad  repentant  groan  in  vain : 
The  cniel  World  but  giggles  at  his  pain. 

For,  lo !  our  World,  so  savage  in  its  nature. 
Would  rather  see  a  fellow  under  Water ; 
Or,  from  the  Attic  Story  of  a  house^ 
Fall  down  souse 
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Upon  a  set  of  cursed  iron  Spikes ;  ' 

Than  see  him  with  the  blooming  Las^  he  lik^, 
Blest  on  a  yielding  bed  of  doivn  or  roses, 
Where  Love's  fond  Couples  often  join  their  noses.  . 

Up)on  me  what  a  Host  I've  got, 

Who  by  tlieir  black  abuses  boil  their  pot! 

Ay,  that's  the  reason :  wide-mouth'd  Uui^^  calto. 

And  from  the  hollow  of  each  sloiBach  beiwlft^ 

Thus  the  poor  Silk-worms^  born  to  bless  mankind^ , 
While  for  the  shivering  World  the  robe  they  spin, 

In  every  ring  a  thousand  Insects  find, 
Gnawing  voraciously  thek  hannless  skin. 


And  thus  the  Lambs,  whose  useful  Fleeces  tr^ 
With  coats  and  blankets  people  of  aH  statitn^ 

By  preying  Maggots  are  beset, 

Harbouring  whole  stinking  na#i(»i2j; 

Which  from  their  backs  the  Crows  soAmdi^  ]^ici(»? 

Enough  to  make  a  Christian  sick.  *  . . 


•  .» 


Oh  would  somd  Critic  Crow  Imt  tat  die  patfk^ 
Now  nestling  in  my  Lyric  iwutli, 
That  daily  in  their  liosts  ificMdfiilV 
And  try  to  spoil  the^nei/  FlMCi^t 
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Why  am  I  persecuted  for  my  Rhymed, 
That  kmdfy  try  to  cobble  Kings  and  limes? 

To  mine,  Charles  Churchill's  rage  waa  dowufi^t 
rancour. 
He  was  a  fifst-rate  Man  of  War  to  we, 
Thundering  amidst  a  high  tempestuous  sea : 

I'm  a  small  Cockboat  bobbing  at  an  anchor ; 
Playing  with  Patereroes,  that  alarm, 
Yet  scorn  to  do  a  bit  of  harm. 

Ify  satire's  blunt ;  his  boasted'a  keen  edge : 
A  Sugar-hammer  mifie;  but  hu  a  Blacksmith's  Sledge. 
And  then  that  Junius !  What  a  sealping  fellow. 
Who  dared  such  Treason  and  SeditiOD  bellow ! 

Compared  to  them,  whose  pleasure  'twas  to  stab, 
Lord !  Tm  a  melting  Medlar  to  a  Crab ; 

My  humour  of  a  very  different  sort  is. 
Their  Satire's  horrid  Hair-cloth ;  mine  is  Silk  : 
/  am  a  pretty  Nipperkin  of  Milk ; 

TKej/y  two  enormous  Jugs  of  Aqua-fbrtis. 

Compared-  \»  their  lugb  Fkoib  of  foaming  SathV; 
My  RhyBie's  a  Ml,  a  Thread  of  nmrmurihgnratiir: — 
A  Whirlwind  tkey,  ths(  Oaks  lifte  SvafAAe  heavies? 
/,  Zephyr,  wl»perin^  sporemg*  thtMigl^  the  teaves. 
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And  such  all  candid  people  must  coDclude  it : 
The  World  should  say  of  Peter  Pindar's  strain, 
<<  In  him  the  courtly  Horace  lives  again ; 

Circwn  pracardia  Petrus  ludit.^* 


Which  easy  scrap  of  Latin  thus  I  render  : 
"  No  man  by  Peter's  Verse  is  harshly  bitten ; 

like  Lambkins  bleats  the  Bard  so  sweet  and  tender. 
And  playful  as  the  sportive  Kitten. 

<<  So  chaste  his  Similes,  so  soft  his  style, 
That  even  his  bitterest  enemies  should  wale. 

He  biddeth  not  his  Verse  in  Thunder  roar : 
His  Lines  perpetual  Summer,  sunshine  weather. 

He  tickles  only ;  how  can  he  do  more, 
Whose  only  Instrument's  a  Feather  ? 


ODE  X. 


Like  Children,  charm'd  with  Praise's  sugar*d  soo^ 
How  much  the  Great  admire  the  cringmg  throng ; 

And  how  most  bmngly  the  men  they  hate 
Who,  to  the  stubbornness  of  conscience  bom, 
Tenacious  of  the  r^ts  of  nature,  scorn 

T«l|Qld  tbe  Ceoaer  to  the  nose  <rf State! 
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Too  many  a  weak-brain'd  Man,  and  silly  Dame, 
Are  made  ridiculous,  by  fulsome  fame ; 
Raised  on  high  pedestals  in  rich  attire, 
For  half  the  globe  to  laugh  at,  not  admhie. 

You  bid  the  Bard  in  panegyric  shine ; 
With  courtly  adulation  load  the  line. — 
Sirs,  adulation  is  a  fiital  thing ; 
Jtank  poison  for  a  Subject,  or  a  King. 

My  Lords,  I  do  declare  that  it  requires 
A  brain  well-fortified^  to  bea^  great  flatteries ; 
Such  very  dangerous  masked  batteries. 

That  keep  on  great  men's  brains  such  ceaseless  fires* 
I  hope  that  God  will  give  such  great  men  grace 
To  know  the  general  tveakness  of  the  j^ce. 

Pray  do  not  fancy  what  I  utter  strange : 

The  Love  of  Flattery  is  the  Soul's  rank  Mange ; 

Which  though  it  gives  such  tickling  joys. 

Instead  of  doing  service,  it  destroys : 

Just  as  the  Mange  to  Lapdogs'  skins  applied. 

Though  pleasing,  spoils  the  beauty  of  the  hide. 

A  Sonnet  now  and  then  to  please  the  fair. 

With  Flattery  spiced  a  little,  does  no  harm ;  * 

That  talks  of  flames,  perfections,  hope,  despair. 
And  hyperbolically  paints  each  charm. 
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Perhaps  to  a  fault,  at  times,  my  Muse's  art» 
By  admiration  swell'd,  bath  soar'd  too  high ; 

But  Cynthia  knew  the  Lovar's  partial  art, 
And  chid  bef  Poet  for  the  tuneful  lie. 

Perhaps  too  loud  the  Bard  hath  struck  the  Lyre : 
And  when  th'  enthusiast,  with  a  Lover's  fire, 

More  bright  than  Angels  gave  the  Nymph  to  |^ow; 
By  Truth's  delightful  dictates  solely  sway'd, 
Ought  of  his  favourite  Cynthia  to  have  said, 

"  She  triumphs  onfy  o'er  the  World  below.** 


ODE  XL 


My  Lords,  I  won't  consent  to  be  a  Bug, 
To  batten  in  the  Royal  rug, 
And  on  the  backs  of  Monarchs  meanly  crawl ; 
And  more,  my  Lords, — I  hope  I  never  shall. 

Yet  certain  V^rmm  I  can  mentioa  love  it : 
Vou  know  the  Miserable^  tbat  can^oM  it 
I  cannot.  Papist-like,  a  dupe  to  Kiags^ 
Create  Diviniiks  fiNun  wocMfen  things. 


Somewhere  19  Am  (I  forget  tb^  place, 
Ceylon  I  think  it  is  :  yes,  ye^ ;  I'm  right), 

There  Kingg  are  ^paed  of  hewcnly  race ; 
A(HJl  blasphemj/  it  is,  their  power  to  flight 

Like  crouching  Spaniels,  down  black  Lords  must  li^, 

Whene'er  admitted  to  the  Royal  eye : 

And  say,  whene'er  the  mighty  Monarch  chats 

To  those  black  Lords  about  their  wives,  and  brats 

That  happen  *in  (he  World  to  tumble ; 
"  Dread  Sire,  your  Slave  and  Bitch  my  Wife 

Hath  brought,  to  bless  your  Dog  so  humble. 
One,  two,  three,  four,  five  Puppies  into  life ; 
All  subject  to  your  godlike  will  and  pow'r. 
To  hang  or  drown  in  half  an  hour.** 

This  is  too  si^rvitey  I  must  dcune  confess  : 

Twixt  Man  and  Man  the  difference  should  be  less. 

I  own,  I  brought  two  wondering  qyes  to  town  : 
Got  bent  by  mobs  my  Ribs  like  any  Hoop, 

To  see  the  mighty  Man  who  wore  a  Crown ; 
To  see  the  man  to  whom  great  Courtiers  stoop. 

Much  had  I  read,  wbieh  eerHs  some  time  since  Is, 
My  lEUM  m  r^plotfi  mifa  Kings^  and  PrmcM) 


L' 
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And  thought  Kings  taller  than  my  Parish  Steeple : 
I  thought  too,  which  was  natural  enough, 
Jove  made  their  skins  olF  very  Afferent  stuff 

From  that  which  clothes  the  bones  of  conman  people. 

But  mark :  by  staring,  gaping,  every  day, 
The  edge  of  Admiration  wore  away, 

like  Razors'  edges  rubb'd  against  a  stone. 
Kings  ceased  to  be  such  objects  of  devotion ; 
I  saw  the  beings  soon  without  emotion ; 

And  thought  like  mine  their  bodies,  flesh  and  bone. 

like  many  thousands,  I  was  weak  enough 
To  think  Jove  kept  a  Soul  and  Body  Shop ; 

like  Mercers,  had  variety  of  stuff. 

For  such  whose  turn  it  was  to  be  made  Up  : 

And  that  he  treated  with  great  liberality 
Folks  bom  to  figure  in  the  line  of  Quality ; 
Giving  souls  superjine  and  bones  and  bloods ; 
In  short,  the  choicest  of  celestial  goodi : 

But  on  the  lower  classes  when  employed, 

It  struck  me  that  he  worked  with  much  sofigJnH 


BXPOSTUIATORY  ODES.  941 

Not' caring  one  brass  fslrthing  for  the  chaps : 
Forming  them  just  as  Gu*ls  themselves  amuse 
In  making  Work-bags,  Pincushions,  and  Shoes ; 
Videlicet  J  from  ia*aps. 

J^'ow  can't  I  give  a  thimblfful  pf  Praise 

E'en  to  an  Emperor,  if  uncrown'd  by  merit ; 

A  starving  principle,  faith,  now-a-days, 
And  unconnected  with  the  Courtier's  spirit. 

You,  Sirs,  I  think,  can  give  it  with  a  ladle^ 

And  rock  of  grinning  Idiotism  the  cradle. 


ODE  xn. 

So  much  abused,  I  lose  my  Lyric  merit ; 
Evaporated  half  its  spirit : 
Reduced  from  Alcohol  to  Phlegm ; 
From  solid  Pudding  to  Whipp'd  Cream. 

There  was  a  time  when,  not  one  bit  afraid 
Of  aught  the  people  roar'd^  or  sung,  or  said, 
I  carelessly  my  favourite  trade  pursued ; 
Invoked  Apollo,  and  the  Muses  woo'd ; 
And,  with  the  Stoicism  that  sooths  a  Stone, 
I  set  me  down  and  pick'^l  my  mutton-bonie. 

VOL.  II.  B 
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Thus  when,  ankist  the  tmnlbling  World  of  Wftrei^ 
The  cloud-wnpp'd  Oeokis  of  the  Tempest  raves  ; 

Andy  ^liddttfae  hmnyBig  mass  of  sptelied  .gUxmi, 
Fate,  mounted  on  the  wild  wing  4d  the  blasts 
Shouts  desolation  through  the  twilight  waste, 

And  thundering  threats  a  System  *s  doom : 

Lo !  with  li^t  wing  a  Gull  the  billows  sweeps, 
Sports  on  the  storm,  and  mocks  the  bellowing  deeps ; 
Now  on  the  mountain  surge  composed  he  squats. 
Adjusts  his  feathers^  and  looks  round  for  Spn^. — 

I  now  may  say,  with  righteous  David,  "  Lord, 
With  foes  I'm  sore  encompassed  about  :** 

And  rhyme  like  StemhoH,  once  for  verse  ador'd, 
"  I  wot  not  when  I  shall  get  out ; 

So  craftily  the  Heathen  me  assail. 

My  Canticle  doth  not  a  whit  avdl." 

Lo!  almost  every  one  at  Peter's  head 
Levels  his  blunderbus,  and  takes  a  pop : 

Bounce  on  my  dear  osfrontis  falls  the  fead ; 
But  harmless  yci^  thank  God,  I've  seen  it  drap. 

Yet  by  and  by  some  luckless  shot 

May  knock  about  the  brains  of  tuneful  Peter: 
Thousands  will  smile  to  see  him  go  to  pot, 

And  mock  him  in  his  grave  with  shameless  metre. 
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Not  80  our  gmdipus  Kiag  and  Queooy  I  know  k: 
They  Ve  jnty)  tf  naipeMCy  to  pre  it  Poet 

Patient  as  Job,  when  Satan,  all  so  vile, 

Betting  his  skin  against  the  'Lord% 
Adding  a  most  contemptuous  smile, 

As  well  as  most  indecent  words. 
Covered  the  man  of  Ua  with  boils. 
At  whidi  with  horror  every  heart  recoils ; 
Yes,  patient  as  the  Man  of  Uz  am  I, 
Though  forced  on  envy's  burning  coals  to  firy. 

Seek  I  the  Court ;  Lords,  Lordlings,  fly  the  place : 
The  Ladies  too,  so  fiill  of  loyal  grace. 

Turn  their  gay  backs  when  there  I  show  my  head : 
As  happen'd  at  Saint' James's  t'other  day. 
When  up  the  stairs  I  took  my  solemn  way. 

And  fiU'd  the  fine-dress'd  Gentlefolks  with  dread- 

Off  Brudenell  flew ;  and,  with  his  Star  so  blazing, 
Off  flew  the  frighten'd  Sir  John  Dick  so  stout, 

Who  won  his  blazing  Star  by  means  amazing — 
By  manufieu:turing  stmr  crout. 

Off  flew,  with  this  great  crout-rcoippo9iqg  Pi^l^ 
Thompson  and  Salisbury,  Harcourti  fmd  Gxild-s^ck : 

r2 
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Such  was  tbe  terror  at  the  Man  of  Rhymes, 
As  though  he  eDter'd  to  divulge  their  crimen. 

Thus  on  a  bank,  upon  a  summer  s  day. 

Of  some  fair  stream  of  East  or  Western  Ind, 

When  Puppies  join  in  wanton  play, 

Free  from  the  slightest  fear  of  being  skinn*d ; 

If  from  that  stream,  which  all  so  placid  flows, 
A  sly  old  Alligator  pokes  his  nose, 
Perhaps  with  a  wish  to  taste  a  slice  of  cur  ; — 
At  once  the  Dogs  are  off  upon  the  spur ; 
Not  once  behind  them  cast  a  courtly  look, 
To  compliment  the  Monarch  of  the  Brook. 


ODE  XIIL 

Deserted  in  my  utmost  need  by  Fate, 

Like  famed  Darius,  great  and  good ; 
(Fairn,  &irn,  poor  fellow,  from  a  large  estate ; 

Forced,  forced  to  browse,  like  Goats,  the  lanes  fof 
food :) 

Alas !  deserted  quite  by  every  firiend 
(And  what  than  friendship  can  be  sweeter?), 

Lo,  not  a  soul  will  kind  assistance  lend ! 
Lo,  every  puppy  lifts  his  leg  at  Peter ! 
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some  lone  insulated  Rock  am  I^  . 
Where,  midst  th'  Atlantic  vast,  old  £ol  raves ; 
Shook  by  the  Thunders  of  each  angry  sky, 
And  roU'd  on  by  the  rushing  World  of  Waves. 

« 

So  hard"  indeed  the  Critic  Tempest  blows, 
I  scarce  can  point  against  the  gale  my  nose : 

A  Storm  more  violent  was  never  seen. 
So  dread  the  war !  Indeed  it  must  be  dread, 
When  from  his  shop  John  Nichols  pops  his  head, 

And  pours  the  thunders  of  his  Magazine. 

For  hecpoier  artillery  ne'er  was  play'd : 

And  yet  not  all  th'  artillery  is  his  own ; 
Hayley,  a  close  ally,  in  ambuscade 

Behind,  assists  the  war  of  furious  John. 

John  Nichols,  with  Will  Hayley  for  his  Squire, 
Are  serious  things,  however  the  World  may  laugh ; 

And  therefore  dread  I  much  to  face  the  fire 
Of  this  intrepid  Hudibras  and  Ralph. 

Ycu  too  J  my  Lords,  combined  with  those  dread  foes 
To  tear  the  Bard  to  pieces  for  his  Rhymes ! 

Tls  very  cruel.  Heaven  well  knows ; 
And  does  no  sort  of  crtdxt  to  the  times. 


\. 


il46  EXPOSTULATORY  ODSSi 

Yet  let  me  feel  myselfL — rdi  ikot  yet  de«d» 
Though  mauFd  66  terriUy  about  the  hetd ;. 

By  Printers*  Devils  add  Allies  surnnvldcd : . 
Perhaps,  like  the  Prussian  Monarth,  I  may  tise 
Herculean,  to  the  World's  surprise, 

And  see  my  enemies  confounded. 

Full  many  a  Cock  hath  won  ten  pound, 

Though  seeming  dead,  stretchM  out  amidit  ttub  fit; 
Leaped  up,  and  given  his  foe  ft  fatal  wound  :-^ 

Then  why  not  ihihe,  ye  Gods,  the  Idtky  Mt  f 


ODE  XIV. 

With  your  good  leave,  my  Lords,  Til  now  take  mmc; 
Not  deem'd,  perchaunce^  a  Poet  quite  divine. 

PcrchauncCj  *^  wkh  beasts  at  Ephesus  Tve  warr'd,* 
like  that  prodigious  orator  Samt  Paul ; 
And  for  my  Stanzas  p^haps,  both  great  and  small, 

You  kiruify  wish  me  feathered  well  and  tarr*d. 

You  think  I  loath  the  name  of  Kii^  no  doubt: 
Indeed,  my  Lords,  you  never  were  more  out; 
I  am  not  of  tlMt  eovkHis  class  of  elves. 
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Though  Dame.  Micauby  lurB$on  Kiogs  bee  tai^ 
With  great  re^ci^  the  saciediiamee  I  kodl; 
Tliat  \&y  Qif  M^ioirefaa  whb  respect  ihamishm. 

But  should  they  act  with  meanness,  or  like  Foois, 
The  Muse  shall  place  a  FooFs-cap  on  their  sculls. 


i  . 


Stubborn  as  rnantf  a  King  indeed  I  am  ; 
That  is,  as  stubborn  as  a  halter'd  Ram : 
A  change  in  Peter's  life  you  must  not  hope. 
To  try  to  wash  an  Ajss's  face, 
Is  really  labour  to  misplace ; 
And  really  loss  of  time,  as  well  aa  soap. 


ODE  XV. 

r 

Pray  let  me  laugh,  my  Lords ;  I  must,  I  will. 
My  Lords,  my  laugbing^muscles  can't  lie  still : 
UnpolishM  in  itik  supple  schools  of  France, 
I  cannot  burst  to  pleasure  complaisance. 

Care  to  our  coffin  adds.  9  tiai),  no  doubt ; 
And  every  Grin,  so  merry,  draws  one  out. 

I  own  I  like  to  Itugh,  ahd  hatd  to  sigh ; 
And  th&ik  that  rfeibility  Wasi  given 
For  human  happiness,  by  gracious  Heaven : 

And  that  we  eame  oot  into  lUe  to  cry ; 
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To  wear  loag  feces,  just  as  if  our  Maker, 
The  God  of  goodness,  was  an  Undertaker, 
Well  pleased  to  wrap  the  SouKs  unlucky  mien 
In  Sorrow's  dismal  crc^  or  bombazeen. 

Methinks  I  hear  the  Lord  of  Nature  say, 

"  Fools,  how  you  plague  me !  go,  be  wise,  be  gay ; 

No  tortures,  penances,  your  God  Requires : 
Enjoy,  be  lively,  innocent,  adore ; 
And  know  that  Heaven  hath  not  one  Angel  more, 

In  consequence  of  groaning  Nuns  and  Friars. 
Heaven  never  took  a  pleasure  or  a  pride 
In  starving  stomachs,  or  a  horsewhipp'd  hide. 

"  Mirth  be  your  motto,  merry  be  your  heart ; 

Good  laughs  are  pleasant  inoffensive  things  ^ 
And,  if  tbejxjoliies  happen  to  divert^ 

I  shall  not  quarrel  at  eijoke  on  Kings.'' 


ODE  XVI. 


If  Monarchs  (the  suggestion  perhaps  of  liars) 
Turn  Housebreakers,  and  rob  the  nuns  and  friara; 
Steal  pictures,  crucifixes,  heavenly  chattels. 
To  purchase  swords  and  guns  and  souls  for  battles :. 
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In  spite  of  till  the  World  may  say  or  think. 
If  Empresses  will  Punk-like  kiss  and  drink :  — 

If  Kings  will  sell  the  Hares  and  Boars  th^  kill, 
And  Snipe  and  Partridge  blood  for  mammon  spill, 
Denying  thus  themselves  a  dainty  dish ; 
And  go  themselves  to  market  with  their  Fish : — 

Pleased  with  the  vulgar  herd  to  join  to  their  name, 
If  Kings,  ambitious  of  a  Blacksmith's  fame, 
Not  wondrously  ambitious  in  their  views, 
Instead  of  mending  Empires,  make  Horse-shoes : — 

Dead  to  fair  Science,  if  to  vagrant  Hogs, 
To  Toymen,  Conjurors,  and  Dancing  Dogs, 
Great  Princes,  pleased,  a  patronage  extend  ; 
While  modest  Genius  pines  without  a  friend : — 

Dismissing  Grandeur  as  an  idle  thing. 
If  on  bob  wigs,  slouch'd  hats,  and  thread-bare  coats. 
Upon  Vulgarity  a  Monarch  doats. 

More  pleased  to  look  a  Coachman  than  a  King : — 

If  with  their  bullocks  Kings  delight  to  battle ; 

On  hard  Horse-chesnuts  make  them  dine  and  sup, 
Resolv'd  to  starve  the  nice-mouth'd  cattle 

Until  they  eat  the  Chesnuts  up ; 
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(Poor  fellows  {from  the  Nuts  who  turn  aMniy, 
And  thmk  it  dcciiUh  hard  they  tan't  lave  Hmy :)« 


If  Kings  will  mount  old  houses  opoq  rollers. 
Converting  sober  Mansions  into  Strollers : — 

Heraclitus's  gravity  can't  bear  it : 

I  must  laugh  out,  and  all  the  World  must  hear  it 


ODEXVIL 

Just  one  word  more,  my  Lords,  before  we  part.- 
Do  not  vow  vengeance  on  the  tuneful  art 
Tb  very  dangerous  to  attack  a  Poet, 
Also  ridiculous ;  the  end  would  show  it 
Though  not  to  write,  to  read  I  hear  you're  able : 
Read  then,  and  learn  instruction  from  a  Fable« 

THE  PIG  AND  THE  MAGPIE, 

A  FABLE. 

Cocking  his  tail,  a  saucy  prig, 
A  Magpie  hopp'd  upon  a  Pig, 

To  pull  some  hair,  forsooth,  to  line  his  nest ; 
And  with  such  ease  began  tht  hair^ttack. 
As  thinking  the  fee-simple  of  the  back 

Was  by  Himself,  and  not  the  Pig,  possest 
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The  Boar  look'd  up,  as  Thunder  black,  to  Mag ; 
Who,  squinting  down  on  him  like  an  arch  Wag, 

Informed  Mynheer  some  bristles  must  be  torn : 
Then  busy  went  to  work,  not  nicely  culling ; 
Got  a  good  handsome  beakfiil  by  good  pulling, 

And  flew,  without  a  "  Thank  ye,**  to  his  thorn. 

The  Pig  set  up  a  dismal  yelling ; 
Followed  the  Robber  to  his  dwelling. 

Who,  like  a  fool,  had  built  it  midst  a  bramble : 
In  manfully  he  sallied,  full  of  might. 
Determined  to  obtain  his  right ; 

And  midst  the  bushes  now  began  to  scramble. 

He  drove  the  Magpie,  tore  his  nest  to  rags ; 
And,  happy  on  the  downfall,  pour'd  his  brags : 
But  ere  he  from  the  brambles  came,  alack ! 
His  ears  and  eyes  were  miserably  torn ; 
His  bleeding  hide  in  such  a  plight  forlorn, 
He  could  not  count  ten  hairs  upon  his  back. 


This  is  a  pretty  Tale,  my  Lords,  and  pat  :• 
To  folks  like  yoUy  so  clever,  verbum  sat. 
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How  DOW,  prithee,  John  P 
Do  Do(  qoarrel,  man : 
Let  OS  be  merry,  and 

Drink  aboot.  Catch. 


THE  ARGUMENT. 


He  Poet  commenceth  in  a  mbliBe  Stndn  of  htp|iy  fmititioii  of  GhMie  Sim- 
pfidty,  with  the  Itte  igfo  Setf-conseqiience  of  the  Biutnan  Bird ;  giving  on 
Acconnt  of  the  Tarions  Themes  of  his  Mnse,  from  M^edf  to  MuUr  Jokm 
Nkkil§  He  ttketh  the  Reason  of  John's  great  Anger ;  and  freeth  himself  from 
Aelmpatationofimberality,  by  telling  the  World  what  AaadiMne  Things  he 
hath  said  of  the  Printer— The  Poet  attacketh  John  mTnmfor  Us  Want  of 
Camkmr— speaketh  Oracles  to  John— maketh  a  fine  Comparison  between 
Kmself  and  parhng  Streams;  also  between  Cars,  Cats,  and  Conrtien- The 
Poet  declaimeth  Tirtoouslyand  politically  against  Swearing  in  a  Passion— eom- 
plHseth  of  Instances  of  John^  Cmelty  toward  him  for  barely  administering  a 
few  admonitory  Lashes  on  the  Back  of  the  President  of  the  Royal  Society, 
Mrs.  Pioni,  and  Mr.  Boswett— The  Poet  again  complaineth  of  John's  Disin- 
gennoasness;  praising  at  the  same  Time  his  own  Sweetness  of  DispositioB— 
He  mentioneth  the  Horrors  of  dying  People  at  the  Thoog^t  of  being  eahibited 
in  John's  Magazine :  in  which  the  Poet  is  supposed  to  allode  to  the  Letlersof 
ihe  Rer.  Mr.  Badcock  and  others;  as  well  as  scandalous  Anecdotes  collected 
from  Families,  to  gire  a  Zest  to  his  monthly  Lomber— The  Poet  tafetmeth 
John  of  the  Appellation  given  him  by  some  People   also  other  Peopled  Idea 
of  a  nsore  ap|»opriate  Appdfaition,  thoogh  a  very  rode  one,  and  which  the 
Poet  was  always  too  delicate  to  nse— The  Poet  conlesseth  that  he  narfelled 
at  Jofanfs  Impudence  in  assuming  the  Management  of  the  GentlemaaTs  Maga- 
ane  alter  Dr.  Johnson;  on  which  Dr.  Johnson  the  Poet  passeth  a  just  Strie- 
ture  with  unprecedented  Deiicacy-The  Poet  chaUengeth  John  to  say  he  ever 
^irpfftnl  him  for  his  Piaises  of  such  as  contributed  to  his  Magaiine— or  when 
he  tried  to  eclipse  the  biographical  Fame  of  Plutarch,  by  his  Anecdotes  of 
poor  old  Bowyer— The  Poet  exhibiteth  more  Instuices  of  Grandeur  of  So«l~ 
ttil  nsore  Nobleness-stiD  more-The  Poet  maketh  a  moat  InminouB  Remark 
an  the  Difference  between  the  Happinem  of  Foob  and  Wise  Men,  and  eon- 
dadeth  with  advismg  John  to  make  a  pnper  Application  of  his  Tslents. 
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TO 


SYLVANUS  URBAN. 


I  WHO,  ambitious  that  the  Brats  my  Rhymes 

Should  see  the  Gentlefolks  of  future  times. 

Rise  like  Antiques  in  value,  nor  expire 

Till  Ruin  spreads  his  universal  fire 

(Dread  thought !  that  to  destruction  must  be  ^ven 

This  charming  World,  diis  handsome  work  of  Heaven) : — * 

I  who,  regardless  of  the  Courtier  throng, 

To  Kings,  and  Lords,  and  Commons,  tuned  the  Song; 

Bade  Tom*  no  more  indulge  the  golden  dream. 

And  kindly  wish'd  his  wit  a  wiser  Theme ; 

Struck  to  the  lime  and  Mortar  Knight t  the  string; 

And  haiUd  of  Butterflies  the  nursing  King47 

Who,  scorning  Suns  and  Moons,  with  hopper  eye^ 

Beholds  from  dunghills  purple  Emperors ;{:  rise : 

•  Mr.  Warton.  t  Sir  WiDiai  Cfaamben. 

4  Sir  Joseph  BwksL  t  A  rare  ipecies  of  Biittetil]r» 

VOL.  II.  S 
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More  blest  on  this  our  eartli  a  Frog  to  see, 
To  find  a  Cockle-shell,  and  boil  a  Flea  *, 
Than  dwell  in  yonder  Skies,  with  glory  crown'd, 
Where  Frogs,  nor  Fleas,  nor  Cockle-shells,  abound ; 
More  blest  to  mark  a  Bat's  than  Angel's  wing^^ 
To  hear  a  Grasshopper  than  Seraph  sing ; 
More  pleased  to  view  (if  Rumour  justly  paints) 
The  tails  of  Tadpoles  than  the  heads  of  Saints, 
And  hear  (to  Fame  if  credence  may  be  given) 
One  Hunnning-bird  than  all  the  Host  of  Heaven  :— 
I  who  to  Men  of  Canvas  struck  the  Lyre, 
And  set  with  Rhyme  th'  Academy  on  fire  f  J 
O'er  Mount  Parnassus  Jove-like  cast  my  tboe ; 
At  Poets  smiled,  and  Poetesses  too : 
Preferred  the  Ballads  of  the  good  Old  Bailey 
To  all  the  cold  Pomposities  of  Hayley, 
Whose  Rhymes,  as  soon  as  littered,  j<Mn  the  heaps 
Where  midst  her  shadowy  gulf  Oblivion  sleeps  I ; 
So  deepy  who  scarce  can  dive  into  himself; 
So  l^ty  too,  the  tenant  of  the  shetf: 

*  See  the  Ode  at  pa^  «79. 

t  u  t.  jHtMinecd  an  malftf  im  aimni^  tlie  tage&iMit  Aitittt.  Tbk 
•eemed  to  want  aa  exfilaoatioB,  aft  ao  iUUMtml  Rewlcr  iMcbl  kiv«  i^^ 
I  meant  tbat  my  Academic  Odes  had  pot  the  Memben  into  a  vioteiit 
an  idea  to  ttrfjcnign  to  my  wiihet* 

4  S«diiiraUly  tlie  pretest  sQDk  condition  of  thiaWMi'ABttew 


TO  SYLVANUS  URBAN.  259 

Now  stlfTer  than  Recruits  so  raw  at  drill ; 

Now  petti 'tnaUre  of  the  Muses'  Hill : — 

I  who  to  grave  Reviewers  sigh'd  my  prayV, 

Submissive  bending  at  the  Critic  Chair ; 

And  blushing  begg'd  one  little  Laurel  sprig, 

To  bring  importance  and  adorn  my  Wig  :-*— 

I  who  Sam  Whitbread's  Brewhouse  praised  in  Song, 

So  highly  honoured  by  the  Royal  Throng ; 

Berhymed  a  goodly  Monarch  and  his  Spouse, 

Miss  Whitbread's  Curtseys,  Mister  Whitbread's  Bows, 

Amounting  (History  says)  to  many  a  score, 

Such  too  as  Chiswell-street  ne'er  saw  before ; 

Not  e'en  forgetting,  with  my  Classic  force. 

The  Brewer's  BuH-dog,  and  his  marvelling  Horse ; 

The  curious  Draymen  into  puncheons  creeping. 

And,  charm'd  with  Greatness,  through  the  bung-boles 

peeping : — 
I  who  to  Pitt  the  chords  in  anger  struck, 
Who  whelm'd  his  Prince  so  gracefully  with  muck; 
Lycurgus  Pitt,  whose  penetrating  eyes 
Behold  the  fount  oi freedom  in  excise  ; 
Whose  patriot  logic  possibly  maintains 
Th'  identity  of  liberty  and  chains  -.-^ 
I  who  of  Leeds  and  Hawkesbury  deign'd  to  sing, 
Tike  bkued  fitvouritet  of  a  blessed  King ; 

s  2 
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High  on  the  labouring  pinions  of  an  Ode, 

Heaved  Brudenell's  folly,  what  a  leaden  load  f 

Bnidenell,  who  bids  us  all  the  Proverb  feel, 

*'  The  largest  Calves  are  not  the  sweetest  Veal  :** — 

I,  who  on  such  rich  subjects  deign'd  to  shine. 

Now  tune  to  ofiCf-a-Printer's-Devil  the  line ; 

But  now  no  more  a  Devil,  with  Atlas  mien 

The  great  Supporter  of  a  Magazine*; 

No  more,  no  more  a  Devil  with  humble  air, 

^t  fit  Companion  for  our  great  Lord  Mayor! — 

How  like  the  Worm  which  crawls  at  first  the  Earth : 

But,  getting  a  new  coat^  dbdains  its  birth; 

Spreads  its  gold  tissue  to  the  solar  ray. 

And  wings  o'er  Trees  and  Towers  its  airy  way ! 

With  anger  foaming,  and  of  vengeance  full. 
Why  belloweth  John  Nichols  like  a  Bull  ? 
Say,  Goddess,  could  a  few  poetic  stripes 
Make  John,  so  fiirious,  kick  about  his  types ; 
Spin  round  his  Pandemonium  like  a  Top, 
And,  thundering,  to  its  centre  shake  the  Shop? 
Could  Satire's  t\i  ig  produce  so  dire  a  din  ? 
And  dwell  such  softness  in  a  Printer's  skin? 

•  Tte  CadUmnlt^  is  it  b  m^dttilg  called;  to  wboiefarfOi^  Miftcr  Utjkj 
iB  a  wartapt  coatril|rtflr,  in  tfce  it^  ^JH^mmM  Bhymt  wmi  Uk&wi  Ci  Itkiw 
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Illiberal  never,  never  have  I  said 
That  thou  wast  not  an  honest  man  in  trade : 
Whether  from  principle  or  jail-dismay 
Springs  thy  morality,  we  dare  not  say ; 
Since  Jails,  those  iron  Agents  of  the  Law, 
Keep  many  a  graceless  rogue  in  pious  awe. 
Yeti  Son  of  Ink,  devoutly  let  us  hope 
Thou  lovest  a  Virtue  more  than  dread*st  a  Rope. 
Nay,  to  thy  honour  let  me  this  declare. 
To  make  the  rigid  Sons  of  Conscience  starcj 
That,  when  thou  money  lende3t,  3uch  thy  purity ^ 
Detesting  bad,  thou  seekest  good  security. 

Inclined  for  ever,  John,  to  take  thy  part, 
Thus  have  I  pour'd  the  dictates  of  my  heart  : 
'^  If 'midst  a  vulgar  mass  his  Stars  unkind 
Have  placed  most  niggardly  a  pigmy  mind, 
'Tis  not  John's  fault;  John  should  not  blush  for  shame; 
His  parsimonious  Planets  are  to  blame. 
What  though  in  Wisdom's  crucible  his  head 
Prove  that  it  dealeth  less  in  Gold  than  J^ead ; 
Unskill'd  on  Classic  ground  to  cut  a  caper? 
Yet  knoweth  John  the  price  of  Print  and  Paper ; 
His  nice-discerning  knowledge  none  deny 
On  Crown,  Imperial,  Foolscap,  and  Demy. 
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On  Blanket,  Sheep-skins*,  Urine,  John  can  think;  ' 

Myself  would  take  his  sentiments  on  Ink : 

Myself  would  take  his  sentiments  on  letters; 

On  syllables  indeed  Td  ask  his  betters. 

The  meanest  mortal  let  us  not  deride  : 

Lo !  beasts  of  burden  oft  must  be  our  guide ; 

Yes,  through  the  dark  and  unknown  track,  of  course. 

I  yield  up  all  opinion  to  my  Horse." 

Truth,  let  fair  Truth  for  ever  rule  my  Rhymes : 
I*m  told  tliis  lady  visits  thee  sometimes. 
How  kind!  how  humble!  thus  the  God  of  Day 
Deigns  to  a  Mud-pool  to  impart  his  ray. 

Amidst  the  Passions'  roar,  a  clamorous  host. 
Oft  is  the  gentle  voice  of  Reason  lost 
How  triest  thou,  Butcher-like,  to  carve  my  Work, 
And  treat  each  sweet-souFd  Stanza  like  a  Turk ! 
From  such  sad  Readers  Heaven  the  Muse  protect, 
Proud  to  find  fault,  and  raptured  with  defect* 
Yet  though  thouJroia:n'st  on  Peter  s  every  Une^ 
Behold  the  difference,  John  I — he  STfules  on  thine. 

Say  not  I  hate  each  man  of  verse  and  prose ; 
I  reverence  genius,  John,  where'er  it  grows  : 

•  Nf  cfifinr  tenriuBc  FnnUM^  Mlk 
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Wheneer  it  beams  through  ignorance's  night, 

I  mark  the  Stranger  with  as  keen  delight 

As  looks  the  Pilgrim  on  Bassora's  towers, 

Her  streams,  ambrosial  blooms,  and  myrtle  bowers ; 

Who,  long  denied  of  Hope's  sweet  cup  to  taste, 

Had  sighed  amidst  the  solitary  Waste. 

Blame  not  the  Bard,  thou  man  of  lettered  pride,    * 
Who,  taking  not  Dame  Prudence  for  thy  guide. 
Didst  stone  the  Poet's  mansion  like  an  ass, 
Forgetting  that  thy  own  made  of  glass. 
Know,  John,  that  passion  maketh  man  a  Swine : 
Know  this,  and  bid  thy  conduct  copy  mine. 

When  deeming  me  a  Saracen  in  heart. 
Why,  -simple  John,  attempt  my  road  to  thwart  ? 
Amidst  thy  walks  should  Bullies  meet  thine  eye. 
Composedly  let  those  Bullies  pass  thee  by : 
To  bustling  Bravoes,  for  my  ease  and  pride, 

ff 

I  give  the  waU,  and  smiling  turn  aside. 
Thus  if  a  Rock  or  Log  the  Stream  oppose. 
That  sweetly  lambent  from  its  fountain  flows ; 
No  foamy  turbulence  the  rills  betray. 
But,  easy  yielding  wind  in  peace  away. 

My  hate  of  Courtiers  how  thine  anger  drew  1 
I  own  I  loath  Saint  Jaines's  servSe  crew  :• 
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WTiere'er  th6  smiles  of  Royalty  are  found, 

The  lazy  clan  of  Courtiers  crouch  around. 

Thus  on  the  Country  Towns  when  Phoebus  shines. 

Amidst  the  radiance  every  Cur  reclines; 

And  lo !  neglectful  of  the  Mice  and  Rats, 

Each  street  presents  us  with  a  line  of  Cats. 

Truth  needs  not,  John,  the  eloquence  of  Oaths ; 
Kot  more  so  than  a  decent  Suit  of  Clothes 
Requires  of  broad  Gold  Lace  th*  expensive  glare, 
That  makes  the  linsey-woolsey  Million  stare : 
Besides,  a  proverb  suited  to  my  wish 
Declares  that  "  swearing  never  catcheth  fish." 
Tis  vulgar,  I  have  said  it  o'er  and  o'er; 
Then  keep  thy  temper,  man,  and  swear  no  more. 

Struck,  nay  half-petrified,  that  Banks  should  dare. 
Indecent  fellow  !  ravish  Newton's  chair ; 
Mock  such  as  Wisdom*s  sacred  mines  explore, 
And  kick  the  Arts  and  Sciences  to  door ; 
Making  (niethinks  a  monstrous  impropriety) 
A  Fly  Club  of  a  great  and  famed  Society : 
The  Muse,  witli  virtuous  indignation  stung. 
In  Rhyme's  strong  chains  the  brazen  Culprit  hung ; 
When,  -with  the  fury  of  a  thousand  foes, 
lIowTd  tiie  wild  tempest  of  thy  Verse  and  Prose. 
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Shocked  that  an  idle  Gossip,  Madame  Thrale*, 
And  hef,  a  feather.  Genius,  in  thy  scale, 
High-panting  for  the  echo  of  a  name, 
Should  meanly  crucify  poor  Johnson's  £Eune ; 
I  own  I  glow'd  with  more  than  mortal  ire. 
And  fix'd  to  Satire's  scourge  my  sharpest  wire : 
When  lo !  the  Poet's  visage  to  begrime. 
Forth  rush'd  thy  muddy  sluice  of  Prose  and  Rhyme. 
For  this,  against  my  will,  indeed  with  tears, 
I  show'd  a  grinning  Land  thy  Ass's  Ears. 

Fired  that  the  Muse  should  daringly  suggest 
That  Stars  have  beam'd  upon  the  blackest  Breast ; 
Just  like  their  Heavenly  Cousins  all  so  bright, 
O'er  the  dark  mantle  of  Old  Mother  Night ; 
Should  hint,  by  Fortune's  wild  vagaries  placed, 
That  Crowns  may  feel  themselves  at  times  disgraced : — 
To  take  a  King's  and  Courtier's  part  so  prone. 
Full  at  my  forehead  didst  thou  fling  the  stone ; 
But,  thanks  to  Phoebus,  who  secured  my  crown, 
Thou  couldst  not  bring  the  great  Goliah  down. 

Grieved  that  th'ambidous  Muse  a  Prince  should  praise, 
Whose  name  diffuses  lustre  o'er  lier  Lays ; 
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A  Prince  whose  only  iault  is  want  of  art ; 
Whose  horrid  vice,  baieyolence  of  heart ; 
Which  little  abject  souls  profusion  call. 
And  o*er  each  action  vainly  spit  their  gall : — 
Grieved  that  the  Mnse  attacked  with  scorn  a  man^ 
Unlucky  formed  on  Nature's  hungry  plan; 
Who,  Lord  of  Millions,  trembUi  for  his  store, 
Andfears  to  give  a  ferthing  to  the  Poor; 
Proclaims  that  penury  will  be  his  fate, 
And,  scowling,  looks  on  charity  with  hate ; 
Whose  matchless  avarice  is  meat  and  drink. 
That  dreads  to  spill  a  single  drop  of  ink. 
On  each  superfluous  letter  vents  a  sigh. 
And  saves  the  little  dot  upon  an  i ; 
Happy  e'en  Nature's  tenderest  ties  to  slight, 
And  vilely  rob  an  offspring  of  his  right : — 
Fortii  rush'd  thy  venom ;  harmless  too  it  flowed, 
For  Man  defies  the  poison  of  a  Toad. 

Vex'd  that  the  Muse  (as  if  she  uttered  treason) 
Should  try  to  bring  poor  Boswell  hack  to  reason ; 
(Herculean  toil,  to  keep  such  folly  under !) 
Loud  from  thy  head's  dark  Cloud  I  felt  thy  Thunder. 

When,  mad  t'  induce  the  M^orld  to  deem  thee  wise» 
Thou  staredst  through  Spectacles  with  sapient -eyes ; 
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Say,  did  I  cry,  th'  imposture  to  expose, 

"  See  John's  whole  stock  of  wisdom  on  his  nose!** 

Cat-like,  because  the  World  my  Lyrics  read, 
Thine  envy  claw'd  the  Laurel  on  my  head ; 
Yet  claw'd  I  not  again,  with  Cat-like  spleen. 
The  drooping  leaves  of  thy  sad  Magazine : 
Touch'd  not  tkjf  trash,  nor  Hay  ley's  tinsel  stuff; 
Nor  fresh,  stale,  new  antiquities  of  Gough''^. 
Indeed  I'm  tender-conscienced  on  that  score. 
And  learn  to  look  with  pity  on  the  poor : 
No  Mohawk  I,  in  scenes  of  horror  bred ; 
I  scorn  to  scalp  the  dying  or  the  dead. 
Yet  well  thou  knowest  that  with  trifling  toil. 
On  Satire's  gridiron  I  could  bid  thee  broil ; 
Turn  tuneful  butcher,  cut  thee  into  quarters. 
And  give  thee,  John,  for  one  of  Folly's  martyrs. 

I  see  thy  vanity,  in  all  its  fulness ; 
The  Turbot,  Venison,  of  aspiring  Dulness : 
And  let  me,  O  rare  epicure !  remark. 
That  thou  hast  got  a  Gullet  like  a  Shark. 

•  A  maker  of  tadupntiet;  and  one  of  Sir  Joseph  Banks's  Coppcr-f^rthin; 
Oracles,  and  constant  Tea  and  Toast  Men. 
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Myself  as  merciful  as  man  can  be, 
I  grieve  to  find  that  Mercy  not  in  thee. 
Behold,  amidst  their  shortening,  panting  breath, 
(Poor  souls !)  tlie  dying  dread  thee  more  than  death. 
"  Oh  save  us  from  John  Nichols  !'*  is  their  cry  : 
"  Let  not  that  Death-hunter  know  where  we  lie ; 
What  in  delirium  from  our  lips  may  fall, 
Oh  hide !  our  letters,  bum  them,  bum  them  all. 
Oh,  let  not  from  the  Tomb  our  Ghosts  complain ! 
P  Jesu  !  we  shall  soon  be  up  again  ; 
Condemned,  alas !  to  grin  with  grisly  mien, 
Midst  the  pale  horrors  of  his  Magazine : 
Like  Felons  first  in  Newgate-ballads  sung, 
Then  (given  to  infamy)  on  Hounslow  hung.** 

Know,  when  thou  took'st  of  Aristarch  the  chair^ 
My  eyes  expanded  only  to  a  stare : 
Softly  indeed  unto  myself  I  sigh'd, 
"  Johnson,  thy  place  is  danmably  supplied*/^ 
Not  that  I  think  this  Idol  of  the  Million^ 
Longinus,  Aristotle,  or  Quintilian : 
Who  gives  (against  sound  taste  so  apt  to  sin) 
A  Pyramid's  importance  to  a  Pin ; 

•  The  late  Dr.  Johnoo  saperinteiKied  this  Magazme;  a  post  of  boooar 
aflenranb  by  Mr.  John  Nidiolt. 
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On  every  theme  alike  his  pompous  art, 
The  General  Conflagration  or  a  F — • 

When  into  Fame^s  fair  dome,  t*  insult  her  throne, 
So  free  as  if  the  house  had  been  thy  own, 
Thou  daredst  to  shove  a  vile  Conundrum  Cre\^, 
Fellows  that  Phoebus  nor  the  Muses  knew ; 
Speak,  tlid  I  tell  the  Nation  with  my  pert, 
How  Fame  in  anger  kick'd  them  out  agen ; 
Threw  at  their  heads  the  lumber  of  their  brains, 
And  caird  thee  a  pert  puppy  for  thy  pains  ? 
On  such  mark'd  impudence  did  I  harangue, 
And  give  to  public  scorn  the  pigmy  gang? 

Short  are  the  hours  that  smuggled  Praise  can  last ; 
An  Echo,  a  poor  meretricious  Blast ; 
A  sudden  Gust  that  bids  old  ruins  stare, 
And,  howling,  whirls  a  feather  through  the  air. 
Flattery,  a  little,  sly,  deceiving  Lass, 
With  smile  resistless,  and  a  front  of  brass, 
Shall  reign  perchance,  the  idol  of  a  day ; 
Then,  like  a  batterM  Harridan,  decay : 
While  Truth  unfading  lifts  the  head  sublime, 
And  dares  the  formidable  test  of  Time. 

Thou  dragon  of  th'  Hesperian  Fruit,  call'd  Praise, 
Whose  leather-stretching  conscience  interest  sways ;  . 
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Shame,  that,  throaeh  sorifid  avarice  mod  spleen^ 
Xone  taste  but  socb  as  cram  thy  Magazine ! 

Cfaann*d  as  a  Child  whose  doting  eve  regards 

ltd  imitation  of  Saint  Panics  with  cards ; 

When,  fired  by  Plutarch's  venerable  name. 

Whose  genius  raised  a  Pyramid  to  £une. 

Thou  gavest  of  Bowyer*5  Life  a  Gossip's  Story, 

And  only  rear'dst  a  Dunghill  to  thy  glcHy ; 

I  raird  not  at  thy  infant  emulation. 

Nor  spread  thy  weakness,  John,  around  the  Nation : 

Nay,  grieved  was  I,  as  all  the  World  can  tell. 

That  thou  shouldst  write  a  Book  that  would  not  sell*. 

When,  torturing  the  poor  Gamut  wild  and  loud. 
Thou  scrapedst  ^^  harsh  discords"  on  thy  Muse's  croud ; 
What  though  I  stopped  my  ears  with  all  my  pow'rs  ? 
I  moum'd  the  labour  of  thy  tuneless  hours. 

Oft  have  I  whisper'd  to  myself,  "  Enou^ 
Of  this  most  tiresome  fellow's  monthly  stuff: 


•  Uofartonately  for  poor  Joho,  every  Book  that  he  hai  pabUibed  Im  hem 
potMMrd  of  90  much  of  the  rii  larrfitf  is  not  to  be  able  (if  I  may  me  the  Book- 
•ellcn'  phrase)  to  more  ^:  witness  the  Life  of  Old  Bowyer;  the  gottn^of  old 
Maicaiinet  and  Ladies'  Diaries,  caUed  AfisceUanies;  the  Progi«iict  of 

rtintTTlt    r'iiitTw  nf  tniA  nf  f  wj  rtiiiiwianrMi  ft  i 
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A  Magazine !  a  Pedlar's,  Huckster's  Shop, 

That  harbours  brush,  and  cabbage*net,  and  mop, 

Pan,  gridiron,  button,  buckle,  bodkin,  bead, 

Tape,  turnip,  malkins,.  night*caps  green  and  red. 

Pins,  pipkins,  garters^  oatmeal,  jorden,  dish. 

Stale  loaves,  and  rusty  nails,  and  stinking  fish. 

Yet  bade  I  not  the  World  its  laughs  prepare, 

To  meet  thy  miserable  monthly  ware  : 

Nay,  man,  I  Ve  praised  thee ;  for  example,  said, 

^^  Lo !  in  hb  cumbrous  Magazine  displayed 

Once  in  a  year  a  verse  to  raise  our  wonder^ 

Wliich  proves  that  John  niai/  make  a  lucky  blunder : 

How  like  the  heavy  Mountain,  on  whose  side 

A  Daisy  starts  in  solitary  pride  !" 

Lo !  from  ebriety  their  sons  to  save. 
The  Greeks  oft  show'd  the  lads  a  drunken  Slave : 
I  thus  might  thee,  O  jingling  John !  display, 
A  sad  example  in  the  rhyming  way 
For  Printers  and  their  Demons  to  avoid. 
Whose  labours  might  more  wisely  be  employed ; 
But  Pity  sweetly  whispers  in  my  ear, 
*^  Expose  not  childhood  that  deserves  a  tear ; 
Set  not  the  roaring  Lion  at  a  Rat, 
Nor  call  down  Thunder  to  destroy  a  Gnat!' 
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When  mad  for  Honours*,  softly  have  I  said, 
''  What  imp  could  put  it  in  the  Printer's  head  ? 
Oh !  may  the  Fates  the  Maniac  over-rule ; 
For  Titles  cannot  dignify  a  Fool.** 

Complain  not  that  I've  wrongM  thy  reputation, 
By  calling  thee  the  silliest  in  the  Nation : 
No,  John,  be  comforted ;  it  cannot  be ; 
I  think  I  know  ^few  that  equal  thee. 

Swear,  swear  not  that  I've  said,  to  wound  thy  fiBime, 
That  Hirelings  wrote  each  Work  which  bears  thy  name: 
How  Mse !  I  know  thou  wrotest  mam/  a  line ; 
Lo !  all  the  blunders  of  the  Books  are  thine. 

A  literary  Jackdaw  thou,  God  wot ; — 
Yet  by  that  thievish  name  I  call'd  thee  not : 
A  Carrion  Crow,  that  lives  upon  the  dead  ;— 
Yet  Hawk-like  pounced  I  not  upon  thy  head : 


•  JokB't  ambitioii  to  beftCoaunoo-coiiBdl  Man  wvTiolcotftr  ft  longtime: 
frat  were  the  pftiu  Hied,  manifokl  were  tlie  cootrifancct  cBployed,  wmd 
prodigioiis  was  the  interest  laade,  for  the  olrtentioo  of  that  Hooov.  Anouicy 
fanppemng  in  Farrinfdon  Ward,  John's  moit  IfKkj  Oenias  prerailedy  aad  Ui 
wishes  were  gratified ;  thos  is  be  in  the  way  of  btinf  what  I  hate  in  an  Odn 
augured  of  Bffr.  Auctioneer  Skinner, 

^  If  things  go  fiur, 
Prood  Loodonl  prond  Lord  lfay*r.* 
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A  daring  Coiner,  lo !  I  let  thee  pa^s, 
Nor  once  impeached  thy  literary  Brass. 

Speak :  when,  enamour'd  of  thy  monthly  hash^ 
Thou  clapp*dst  another  sixpence  on  thy  trash  ; 
Once  didst  thou  hear  me  in  a  passion  roar, 
"  W^iS  ever  impudence  like  this  before?" — 
Instead  of  making  in  th'  affair  a  fuss, 
In  mild  soliloquy  I  whisper  d  thus : 
''  How  blest  the  fool !  he  thinks  he  all  things  knows : 
With  joy  he  wakes,  with  joy  his  eyelids  close. 

m 

Pleased  throu^  the  World  to  spread  his  own  renown, 
With  calm  contempt  he  looks  on  others  down ; 
Self  and  hb  own  dear  Works  th'  eternal  theme. 
His  daily  idol  and  his  nightly  dream. 
Thrice-envied  being,  whom  no  tongue  can  wound. 
In  pride's  impenetrable  armour  bound  ! 
How  much  in  happiness  beyond  the  wisje, 
Who  view  the  greatest  men  with  pitying  eyes ; 
O'er  human  imbecility  who  groan, 
And  sigh  to  think  how  little's  to  be  known !" 


Oh  do  not  to  the  Muses*  Hill  resort, 
Esop's  dull  Brute*,  a  Bumkin  midst  a  Court : 

•  TiMiibteoftlieOeiitlenaiiytlie  AiSyand  tbelAp-dof. 
VOL.  II.  T 
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With  Brother-council  crack  the  clumsy  joke ; 

Midst  beer  and  brandy,  bread  and  cheese,  and  wmokt. 

Descend  the  ladder  to  the  clouds  below, 

Where  Ordinary  Men  of  Twopence  go ; 

Where  vagrant  Knives  and  Forks  are  bound  in  Chains, 

And  never  Table-cloth  is  spoiled  by  Stains ; 

Where  in  the  Board's  black  Hole  (superb  design !) 

Pepper  and  Salt  in  Matrimony  join ;  • 

And  in  another  hole,  with  frown  and  smile, 

Much  too  like  Marriage,  Vinegar  and  Oil : 

Where  for  a  toziel  (economic  thought !), 

A  monstrous  rnastiff  after  dinner  brought, 

Complacent  waits  on  gentlemen's  commands, 

And  yields  his  back  of  shag  to  wipe  their  hands. 

Such  is  the  scene  where  thou  shouldst  ev^r  sit, 
Form'd  to  thy  taste,  and  suited  to  thy  wit 
Deal  not  in  History :  often  have  I  said, 
Twill  prove  a  most  unprofitable  trade. 
Talk  not  of  Painting,  for  thou  know*st  her  not ; 
Such  coy  acquaintance  will  not  boil  thy  pot. 
Nor  make  strong  love  to  Music :  'tis  a  dame 
Who  smiles  not  on  the  Souls  of  Earth,  but  Flame. 
Push  not  thy  brain  to  Thought ;  thou  canst  not 
From  Metaphysics  should  thy  genius  shriok : 
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To  thee  superior,  see  the  Goddess  rise. 

And  hide  her  lofty  head  amidst  the  skies. 

Behold  eternal  mist  her  beauties  shroud. 

And  'tis  not  thy  weak  eye  can  pierce  the  cloud.-r* 

CursM  with  the  commonyiiror  of  inditing, 

If  yet  thy  head  possess  the  Mange  of  Writing; 

Go,  with  Biography  and  cool  thy  rage. 

Pen  Lives  that  caniwt  well  disgrace  diy  page ; 

Describe,  whom  every  nobler  virtue  curses^ 

A  Pair  who  mump  with  millions  in  their  purses ; 

If  loftier  subjects  thy  ambition  call, 

Descant  upon  the  Giants  of  Guildhall. 


t2 
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ELEGY  TO  APOLLO. 

tte  Poet  Mwphineth  of  the  Crqdtjr  of  Aathon,    1nl1|nifiuw,  tnd  the 

"S. 

Bloe-Stockiiif  Clab. 

Great  are  my  Enemies  m  Trade,  God  knows ; 

There's  not  a  Poet  but  would  stop  my  note ; 
With  such  a  world  of  Spite  their  venom  flows, 

With  such  good'Wiil  the  knaves  would  cut  my  throat* 

Yet  how  have  I  offended,  Phoebus,  say. 

To  get  so  much  ill  blood,  such  cursing  looks  ? 

Is  it  because  my  more  ambitious  Lay 

Disdains  to  visit  Trunk-makers  and  Cooks  : 

To  go  with  theirs  to  Grocers,  and  to  men 
Who  fortune  in  that  weed  Tobacco  see ; 

From  thence  come  deeply  laden  back  agen 
With  Sugar,  Pigtail,  Pepper,  and  Rappee  ? 

The  Man  of  Words,  of  stilt-supported  phrase, 
The  glbtering  Hayley,  scorns  whate  er  I  write : 

This  Will-o'wisp  of  Verse  disdains  my  Lays ; 

Tales,  Odes,  nor  Lousiads,  yield  the  least  delight : — 

So  lofty  J  yet  in  ware  so  humble  dealing ; 

So  classically  tasteless  ;  big  w  ith  nought ; 
So  tender,  yet  so  destitute  of  feeling  ; 

So  sentimental  too  without  a  thought. 
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I  see  the  band  of  Blue  Stockings  arise, 

Historic,  critic,  and  poetic  Dames  : 
This  lifts  her  palms,  and  that  her  marvelling  eyes ; 

And  squeaks,  '^The  fellow's  stuflf  should  feel  the 
flames; 

'*  Such  is  the  Way  his  works  should  come  to  Ught.^* — 
Thus  rail  those  Dames  of  classic  Erudition ; 

Thus,  leagued  with  Wit,  unmerciful  they  bite 
Thy  favourite  Bard,  O  Phoebus,  and  Physician. 

And  now  I  hear  a  score  in  union  bawl, 
''  In  cold  contempt  shall  poor  Piozzi  sigh  ? 

Miss  Hannah  More  into  oblivion  fall  ? 
Dear  Mistress  Montague  neglected  lie  ? 

*^  Those  rich  Corinthian  Pillars  of  our  Club, 
Sink  to  the  ground  so  vile,  with  dust  bespread ; 

While  hCf  of  motley  Poetry  the  Scrub  * 
Erects,  Colossus-like,  his  brazen  head  ? 

^*  Oh !  let  the  Scullion  use  his  vapid  Book, 
Instead  of  Dishclouts,  when  her  hands  she  wipes : 

Oh !  let  the  kindled  leaves  assist  the  Cook^ 
And  of  old  Washerwomen  light  the  Pipes.'' — 

•  TW  Poet  Iwre  iMtl  tectfUDy  aDMiedi  to  Mr.  Scrab,  tbe  Scrrvt  of  all 
W«k,  io  Fv^ilw^  plqr  of  tbe  Bern' Stiatpvcn. 
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Thus  in  my  condemnation  they  agree, 
The  mighty  cloud'Cafp'd  pettiooated  wise ; 

While  pleased  (as  conscious  of  ^tmjuit  decree). 
In  proud  disdain  their  snuff-clad  noses  riae. 

The  Misses  sad  of  Elegy,  my  foes, 

Say  my  rude  genius  wants  the  genukie  fire ; 

Bald  all  my  Rhymes,  my  Verses  measured  Prose ; 
That  Bears  would  better  toudi  the  Muse's  Lyre. 

The  Riddle  and  Conundrum-mongers  cry, 

'^  Pshaw !  damn  his  Lyrics,  Lousiads ;  damn  'em  aD: 

His  strength  in  fields  Diarian  dare  he  try, 
Soon  would  the  Almanac  record  his  fait.'' 

Thus  with  dread  voice  my  Enemies  exclaim ; 

Thus  am  I  doom'd  to  gulp  the  bitter  pill : 
Themselves  *'  fair  Traders  of  the  Mount"  they  name ; 

But  me,  a  Smuggler  on  thy  Sacred  Hill. 

God  of  us  LyricSy  shall  I  rouse  my  Rhyme, 
Confound  the  Gang,  and  vindicate  my  Lay ; 

Or  calmly  leave  them  to  devouring  Time, 
Who  dines  upon  such  Witlings  every  day  ? 
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THE  BOILED  FLEAS. 

I 

A  ]>iBContcnty  mingled  with  some  Ommbling,  among  the  more  enlightened 
Members  of  the  Royal  Society,  on  Account  of  Sir  Joseph**  Non-commani- 
catioD  of  Wiadam  to  the  Royal  Joamals,  sparred  the  Knight  on  at  last 
(wiOumt  the  Help  of  BakuaieM  Angtl)  to  opett  his  Monlli.  He  told  an 
intiniate  Friend  that  he  had  made  a  JHseoveqf  that  wonld  oHotdsh  the 
World,  emick  the  Joomals,  and  render  himself  immartal.  With  the  most 
hniMnrtmit  Confidence  and  phOosopUe  Sofenmity,  he  affirmed  that  he  was 
apon  the  yery  Eve  of  proTing  what  had  never  entered  the  Seal  of  Man; 
vb,  that  Fleas  were  LoUien : —thii  Jonas  Dryander  was  ordered  to  csl- 
kei  fifteen  Hundred  Fleas,  and  boU  them ;  which,  if  they  changed  to  the 
fine  Crimson  of  the  Lobster,  would  pot  the  liaiUf  of  the  Speeia  beyond 
the  Possibility  of  Donbt  At  Length  the  Beds  of  the  President  were  ran- 
sacked by  his  Flea-Crimp^  honest  Jonas :  fifteen  hnndred  of  the  hopping 
Inhabitants  were  caoght,  and  poased  the  dreadfhl  OrdetU  of  baiHng  Wdet ; 
with  what  Sacoess,  O  gentle  Reader!  the  Ode  will  inform  thee. 

Blest  be  the  man  who  thought  upon  a  College, 
The  Market  of  all  sorts  of  Knowledge, 

Th*  emporium^  as  we  classic  people  say : — 
Nay,  he  upon  Societies  who  thought, 
To  learning's  Stock  a  deal  of  Treasure  brought, 

Drawing  Obscurity  so  deep  to  day : 
Making  the  Dame  turn  out  her  bag, 

Concealed  beneath  her  inky  cloak ; 
Examining  the  smallest  rag. 

Blacken  d  by  Time's  most  sacr^  BHioke.    - 
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To  use  a  simile  a  little  roughj 

Stripping  Dame  Nature  to  her  very  buff: 

Or  (to  be  somewhat  more  in  speech  refin'd), 

By  dint  of  powers  of  eye  and  mind, 

Enlightening  what  through  darkness  mi^t  escape ; 

Embroidering  thus,  with  silver  Spangles,  Crape. 

The  mention  of  Societies,  recalls 
Of  Somerset  the  lofty  walls  *, 

The  Hive  where  fieuned  Sir  Joseph  reigns  Queen-bee 
Though  men  to  whom  Sur  Joseph  is  not  known, 
Most  certainly  must  take  him  for  a  Drone ; 

Whose  face,  by  sloven  Nature's  bard  deccee, 
Seems  formed  fair  Ladies'  pockets  to  alarm, 
Rather  than  steal  fair  Ladies'  hearts  by  charm. 

Well :  so  much  for  Sir  Joseph's  Face ; 
And  eke  about  the  Hive-like  Place, 

Where  our  Sir  Joseph  reigns  Queen-bee : — 
And  verily,  Queen-bee's  a  proper  name; 
For,  Reader,  know,  it  is  a  Royal  Dame 

Who  to  her  Subjects  bsueth  decree  : 

Sendeth  her  Subjects  east  and  west, 
To  pitch  on  flowers  and  weeds  the  best, 

•  Tbt  Koyal  Sodety  bold  flkrir  Mc«lian  tiKrv. 
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And  bring  sweet  treasure  to  the  hive : 
She  keepeth  too  of  gentlemen  a  band, 
To  say  soft  things  and  flatter,  kiss  her  hand ; 

Who  eat  the  honey  for  such  deeds,  and  thrive. 

Sir  Joseph  has  his  flatterers  too,  in  hand : 
Who  say  soft  things,  yea,  very  soft  indeed ; 

For  which  the  gentle  flattering  Band 
Gain  Butter'd  Toast,  sweet  flattery's  oily  meed. 

A  Girl  for  novelty,  where  er  it  lies. 

In  mosses,  fleas,  or  cockle-shells,  or  flies. 

Sir  Joseph  ever  seeks  for  something  new ; 
Of  this,  whene'er  he  sits,  he  gravely  talks. 
Or  while  he  eats,  or  drinks,  or  runs,  or  walks, 

Amidst  his  Royal  and  attendant  Crew. 

One  morning,  at  his  house  in  Soho  Square, 
As,  with  a  solemn  awe-inspiring  air, 

Amidst  some  Royal  Sycophants  he  sat ; 
Most  manfully  their  masticators  using, 
Most  pleasantly  their  greasy  mouths  amusing 

With  coffee,  butter'd  toast,  and  bird's-nest  chat ; 

In  Jonas  Dryander,  the  Favourite,  came. 
Who  manufactures  all  Sir  Joseph's  fame. 
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"What  luck?"  Sir  Joseph  bawled :   "say,  Jcmas, 
say.  — 
"IVe  boiVd  just^teen  hundred;"^  Jonas  whin'd  : 
"The  devil  a  one  change  colour  could  I  find." — 

Intelligence  creating  dire  dismay. 

Then  Jonas  curs'd,  with  many  a  wicked  wish ; 
Then  show'd  the  stubborn  Fleas  upon  a  dish. 
"  How?*'  roar'd  the  President,  and  backward  fell : 
"  There  goes  then  my  Hypothesis  to  Hell ! " 

And  now  his  head  in  deep  despair  he  shook ; 
Now  closed  hb  eyes,  and  now  upon  his  breast 
He  muttering  dropp'd  his  sable  beard  unblest ; 

Now  twirl'd  his  thumbs,  and  groan'd  with  piteous  look. 

Dread-struck  sat  Aubert,  Blagdon,  Planta,  Woide, 
Whose  jaw-bones,  in  the  mumbling  trade  employed, 

Half-open'd,  gaped,  in  sudden  stupor  lost ; 
While  from  the  mouth  of  every  gaping  man. 
In  mazy  rill,  the  cream-clad  coffee  ran, 

Supporting  dainty  bits  of  butter'd  toast 

Now  gaining  speech,  the  parasitic  crowd 
Leap'd  up  and  roar'd  in  unison  aloud : 
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**  Heavens !   what's  the  matter,  dear  Sir  Joseph, 
pray?"— 
Dumb  to  their  questions  the  Great  Man  remained ; 
The  Knight,  deep  pondering,  nought  vouchsafed  to 
say. 
Again  the  Gentlemen  their  voices  strain'd. 

Sudden  the  President  of  Flies,  so  sad, 

Strides  round  the  room  with  disappointment  mad, 

While  every  eye  enlarged  with  wonder  rolls ; 
And  now,  his  head  against  the  wainscot  leaning, 
"  Since  you  must  know,  must  know"  (he  sigh'd)  "the 

meaning, — 

Fleas  are  not  Lobsters,  damn  then:  souls*." 


*  The  Author  would  not  have  mo  frequently  taken  the  liberty  of  putting 
vulgarinns  into  the  worthy  Presidents  month,  had  he  not  previously  known 
that  Sir  Joseph  was  the  most  occomplitktd  Swearer  of  the  Royal  Society. 


ROWLAND  FOR  AN  OLIVER, 


OR 


A  POETICAL  ANSWER 


TO   THB 

BENEVOLENT  EPISTLE  OF  MR.  PETER  PINDAr. 


ALSO    THB 

MANUSCRIPT  ODES,  SONGS,  LETTERS, 

OF  THE  ABOVE  MR.  PETER  PINDAR, 
NOW   FIRST  PUBLISHED   BY  STLVANUS  URBAN, 


Sift,  you  lie:  I  scorn  your  word. 
Or  any  man's  that  wears  a  sword. 
For  aU  yon  hnff,  who  cares  a  t— d? 
Or  who  cares  for  yon? 

Catch. 


Little  did  I  think  that  a  man  of  my  mild  and  peace- 
able disposition,  that  would  not  hurt  a  Cat,  should  be 
forced  out  to  battle :  but  such  is  the  audacity  of  the 
times,  O  temporay  O  mores !  I  have  ventured  forth  to 
attack  this  Goliah  of  Ode  and  Impudence ;  and  I  hope, 
with  God*s  assistance,  like  little  David,  to  cut  off  his 
head.  I  communicated  with  my  good  friend,  Mr. 
William  Hayley,  who  is  a  constant  communicant  to 
my  Gentleman's  Magazine  both  in  vefse  and  prose; 
that  is  to  say,  in  Rhyme  and  Criticism ;  whom  I  may 
rightly  term  one  of  the  great  Pillars  of  my  Gentle* 
man's  Magazine,  which  every  gentleman  in  the  king- 
dom, I  hope,  reads;  which,  if  he  doth  not  read,  I 
hope  he  will  read,  as  it  is  not  only  the  greatest  fa- 
vourite with  our  most  gracious  Sovereign,  who  is 
the  greatest  Monarch  upon  earth,  but  also  with  his 
Nobles,  who  are  men  of  judgement  and  learning ; 
also  with  foreign  parts,  who  translate  it  constantly 
into  their  language:  so  that,  if  I  may  be  permitted 
to  versify  the  praise  of  my  monthly  publication  (for 
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indeed  I  must  own  I  have  a  great  itch  for  poetry), 
I  will  do  it  in  this  poetical  distich : 

My  MagHsne  all  Magaziiies  excels; 

Aady  what* s  still  better  too  for  John,  it  sells. 

I  asked  Mr.  Hayley,  paying  him  the  compliment 
first,  if  he  would  be  the  Champion  to  encounter  this 
great  Mr.  Peter  Pindar,  "to  this  Mr.  Hayley  replied, 
after  some  hesitation,  and  pondering,  and  blowing  his 
nose  in  his  handkerchief,  that  he  did  not  much  admire 
a  public  exhibition ;  that  it  would  wear  the  aspect  of 
a  bruising-match,  too  much  like  a  set-to  of  Johnson 
and  Big  Ben :  but  added  that  /  might  do  it,  if  I 
thought  proper.  "  But,"  says  my  good  Friend,  "  I  will 
prixxUely  attack  him,  under  a  fictitious  signature  ;"--— 
which  he  did  indeed,  and  ^ve  the  audacious  fellow 
many  a  good  thump,  in  verse  and  prose.  But  this 
was  cmly  Small-shot,  with  deference  to  Mr.  Hayley; 
the  grand  Artillery  was  reserved  for  me. 

Kind  Reader,  wilt  thou  permit  me  to  say  something 
of  myself,  in  simplicity  and  candour,  before  I  go  to 
work  with  this  Caliban?  When  I  first  took  the  chair 
of  Criticism,  I  own  that  I  trembled;  for  I  am  not 
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ashamed  to  confess,  that  so  great  was  my  ignorance^ 
that  when  a  Correspondent  sent  tne  an  account  of  an 
ancient  Coin,  I  did  not  know  a  syllable  about  it ;  nei- 
tiier  the  meaning  of  reverse,  exergue,  nor  legend:  but 
now,  thank  God,  I  know  every  thing  appertaining  to 
numsmata,  if  I  fnay  be  indulged  with  a  Latin  expres- 
sion. Indeed  the  legends  used  to  perplex  me  much, 
inasmuch  as  I  exposed  myself  greatly ;  for  I  am  not 
ashamed  to  confess  my  ignorance.  I  thought  that 
Auo.  upon  a  Roman  medal,  meant  the  month  in 
which  it  was  struck  off;  and  therefore  I  deemed  it 
August :  and  G.  P.  R.  which  I  now  know  to  be  Ge- 
mo  Populi  Romam,  I  verily  thought  to  be  a  coin 
struck  by  one  George  Peter  Richardson.  The  figures 
of  Romulus  and  Remus  sucking  a  She-wolf,  I  took 
to  be  two  Children  milking  a  Cow.  D.  M.  for  Diis 
ManibuSy  I  took  to  be  David  Martin^  or  Daniel  M us- 
grove.  The  half-word  Hel.  signifying  HeliopoliSj  I 
imagined  to  be  no  other  than  the  House  of  Satan. 
Jak.  clu.,  that  is  to  say,  Janum  clusitj  I  took  to 
be'tiie  name  of  a  man.  Lud.  Sjec.  f.  I  verily  thought 
to  be  downri^  filthy,  and  blushed  for  the  Romans  : 
but,  lo,  I  afterwards  discovered  it  to  be  Liidos  sacu- 
hres  fecit.      Cos.  I  thought   to  be  Cos  Lettuces, 

vol.  II.  u 
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which  only  meaneth  Consul;  'M^.  F.»  Mr.  Ford>  wUcb 
meaneth  Marci  lilius.  N.  C.  (wouldst  thou  think  it^ 
Reader?)  I  translated  Nincompoop;  when,  lo,  it 
meaneth  NobilHsimus  Casar.  P.  F.,  which  si{p[|i^eti| 
JPater  Patrux^  I  thought  might  mean  Peter  Pouooe^ 
or  Philip  PumJun.  R.  P.  I  also  thpught  mf^ 
mean  Robert  Penruddook,  or  Ralpitt  Pigwiggin,  <v 
any  other  name  beginning  with  those  initials :  bu^  1% 
its  true  meaning  I  find  to  be  RespubUaa,  sigpifyingi  sn 
English,  the  Republic.  Thus  it  wiU  appear  that  I  a«i 
not  ashamed  to  confess  my  error,  which  this  enemy,  of 
mme  dareth  not 

Trib«  Pot.,  which  only  meaneth  Tribufdtm  fpiei* 
fatCj  I  actually  imagined  meant  a  Tcibe  of  Potptoea, 
and  that  the  coin  was  struck  on  account  of  a  pleolifttl 
year  of  that  fruit  S.  P.  Q.  R.  whidi  meaoetk  ool^ 
Senatui  Pcpuiusque  Romamuy  unwisdy  yet  fusni^ 
did  I  make  out  to  be  Sam  Paddon  a  Queer.  Rogue  j 
fiorasmuch  as  I  was  informed  that  the  Romaoa  stsncfc 
coins  on  every  triflmg  occasion.  Scu.  Am^  wiiieh 
signifieth  no  more  than  Sc^  JJrkamift  I  roli  Ufa- 
rally  Skip  Ass;  but  for  w/qf^  I  could  not  say.:  suoh 
M'as  my  ignorance. 
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Mai^  were  the*  impiositiOM  upon  me :  Rii^  for 
Pigs*  liosBs  were  sent  roe  for  Nose-jewels  worn  by 
tile  Ronan  Ladies;  a  piece  of  Ocycroceum,  jus( 
made  in>  a  druggist's  shop,  for  the  Pitch  that  sur- 
voonded  the  body  of  JuKua  Cesar ;  a  large  btowA 
Jorden,  for  a  I jusrymatory ;  a  broken  old  black  Su* 
gar-bason,  for  a  Druid  Urn ;  a  piece  of  a  Walchman*s 
old*  Lantern,  for  a  Roman  Lamp.  The  Wig  of  the 
fiBiKMia  Boerhaave  was  also  sent  me  as  a  curioMty; 
the  roguery  of  which  I  did  not  discover  till  an  en- 
graving of  the  wig  was  nearly  finished,  costing  me  up- 
wurds  of  thirty  shillmgs :  fer,  lo,  Reader,  this  great 
nan  never  wore  a  wig  m  his  life.— In  my  Obituary 
too  I  made  great  mistakes,  from  imposition ;  as  I  gave 
the  deaths  of  many  that  were  not  dead,  and  others 
.  that  never  existed.  Sometimes  the  widtedness  at 
Correspondents  was  such,  that  1  have  perpetuated  the 
deaths  of  BnlKdogs,  Greyhounds,  Mastiffs,  Horses, 
Hogi)  SiC  ia  my  Obituary,  under  aa  idea  tiu^  they 
vera  Feople  of  Coasequenee.  Indeed  I  have  not 
stoek  to  the  letter  of  my  assertion  at  the  head  of  my 
Obituary,  tiurt  deelares  it  to  be*  a  record  of  eonsider- 
akle  persons ;  forasmueh  as  I  have  sometimes  put  a 
Scavenger  over  a  Member  of  Parliament,  a  Pig-driver 

u  2 
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over  a  Bishop,  a  Lamp-lighter  over  an  Alderman, 
and  a  Chimney-sweeper  over  a  Duke :  but  as  I  was 
desired  by  the  friends  of  the  deceased  to  do  it  (fcMr 
who  is  not  ambitious?),  and  as  I  was  paid  £3r  it 
too  (and  who  can  withstand  a  fee?),  I  have  in  soom 
little  measure  disgraced  my  Journal,  and  forfeited 
my  word. 

My  present  antiquarian  knowledge,  gratitude  maketh 
me  confess  that  I  owe  it  all  to  Mr.  R.  Gough,  of  En- 
field :  who  some  years  ago  was  also  an  ignorant  and 
illiterate  gentleman  like  myself,  but,  by  hard  study, 
hath  attained  to  his  present  perfection;  as  may  be 
seen  in  our  Topographia  Britannica,  which  b  not,  as 
that  arch-enemy  Peter  Pindar  hath  asserted  it  to  be, 
tlie  idre  production  of  a  couple  of  fellows  that  want  to 
make  a  fortune  by  a  history  of  cobwalls,  old  chambw- 
pots,  and  rusty  nails.  My  friend  Mr.  Gout's  teal 
for  the  promotion  of  antiquarian  knowledge  cannot  be 
better  proved  than  by  hb  running  the  risk  of  being 
well  trounced,  for  borrowing  one  of  King  Edward's 
fingers,  as  he  lay  exposed,  a  few  years  since,  in  West- 
minster Abbey ;  which  finger  my  Friend,  after  having 
gently  put  it  in  his  pocket,  was  (by  order  of  the  fiishop 
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of  Rochester,  wfao^  iinlackily  seeing  die  deed,  did,  to 
the  disgrace  of  the  science,  order  him  to  be  searched) 
forced  to  refund.  Had  ft  not  been  for  this  imperti- 
neot  and  hawk-eyed  attention  of  the  Bishc^,  Sir  Jo- 
seph Ayloffe,  and  other  Antiquarians  present  at  the 
opening  of  the  Monarch's  coffin,  such  was  the  intre- 
pidity of  my  antiquarian  friend  Gou^  that  he  would 
have  attempted  the  Head,  instead  of  a  pitiful  Finger, 
as  he  had  on  a  large  watchman's  coat  for  the  purpose. 
Nor  must  I  omit  the  zeal  of  my  friend  Sir  Joseph 
Banks  on  the  occasion;  who,  on  hearing  what  was 
gCNng  on,  and  suspecting  that  King  Edward  might 
faftTe  been  lodged  in  Pickle,  galloped  off  with  a  gal- 
km  jug,  in  a  hackney-coach,  in  order  to  fill  ft  with  the 
precious  liquor,  as  a  Sauce  for  his  future  Attic  enter- 
in  Soho-square :  but  unfortunately  no  pickle 
found. 


t  n  i  I  ;4 1 ; 


I  confess  that  an  impudent  fellow  sent  me  for  my 
OlHtuary  the  following ;  which  was  really  printed  off 
(bat  cancelled)  before  I  was  infcNrmed,  by  a  friend,  ci 
the  £sdlacy:  to  wft:  *^  On  Sunday  ni^t  last  died 
Mrs.  Margery  Mauser,  a  widow  lady,  beloved  in 
life,  and  lamented  in  death :  she  was  the  only  daugh* 
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ter  of  Roger  Grinudldn,  Esquire,  of  Ratky''  Igno- 
raot  indeed  was  I  that  it  was  an  imposition;  fen*, 
gentle  Reader,  it  was  a  dead  Cat — Many  a  good  cus^ 
tomer  have  I  gained  by  my  Obituary,  who  liked  to  see 
themselves  dead  in  my  Magazine :  I  mean,  their  Rela- 
tions liked  to  see  their  deaths  displayed  in  a  wwk  of  so 
much  respectability  as  mine. — ^But  enough  of  mysdf ; 
and  now  for  Master  Peter. 

'  In  the  fulness  of  my  passion,  I  at  first  set  roe  down 
and  said  to  myself,  Facit  indignatio  versus ;  when,  be- 
hold !  in  less  than  two  hours  I  knocked  off  the  f(dlow- 
ing  poem.  Some  time  after  however,  after  a  deal  of 
deep  thought  on  the  subject,  it  struck  me  that  I  mi^t 
fi^t  thb  Poet  Peter  against  himself;  make  him,  like 
some  Game  Cocks,  cut  his  own  throat  with  his  <mn 
spurs.  Accordingly  I  set  about  it,  and  collected  from 
every  quarter  his  Manuscript  Verses  of  every  denomi- 
nation; some  written  in  Cornwall,  others  in  Devon, 
others  in  the  West  Indies,  others  in  Bath,  others  in 
London :  as  also  some  of  his  letters ;  particularly  thoee 
to  tlie  King  of  the  Mosquitoes,  who  was  sent  tot  by 
the  Governor  of  Jamaica  soon  after  that  gentkmm 
arrived  at  his  government     I  have  also  collected  some 
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of  his  Observations^  and  Sayings,  and  Speeches :  I 
may  verily  say,  observations  on  men  and  manners^ 
without  any  manners  at  all,  or,  in  plainer  phrase,  much 
ill  manners.  Peter  must  not  complain  of  my  showing 
him  no  mercy  by  this  publication,  as  he  is  the  most 
merciless  Mohawk  that  ever  scalped. 

— Nee  lex  ett  jnstior  nlh 
Quim  necis  artificet  arte  peiire  ini. 
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0  Son  of  wicked  Satan,  with  a  Soul 

Hot  as  his  Hell,  and  blacker  than  his  Coal ! 

Thou  false,  thou  foul-mouth'd  censurer  of  the  times, 

1  do  not  care  three  straws  for  all  thy  Rhymes. 
Thy  Wit  is  blunter  than  old  worn-out  Shears : 
1^1  make  a  Riddle  with  thee  for  thy  ears ; 
Write  any  sort  of  Verse,  thou  blustering  blade. 
Egad !  ni  say,  like  Kecksy,  "  Who's  afraid?"-^ 
Thank  God,  Fve  talk'd  to  greater  folks  than  thee : 
In  that  I  will  not  yield  to  any  he ; 

No,  not  to  any  he  that  wears  a  head. 
Again  I'll  say,  like  Kecksy,  "  Who's  afraid  ? 


V* 


Thank  God,  whene'er  I  wish  like  Kings  to  fare, 
I  go  unask'd,  and  dine  with  my  Lord  May'r. 
But  thou,  who  asks  thee,  Varlet,  to  their  houses  ? 
Fear'd  by  the  Husbands,  dreaded  by  their  Spouses. 
May  God  Almighty  hear  what  now  I  speak  1 
Some  Aldermen  would  gladly  break  thy  neck. 
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Thou  teirst  us  thou  hast  struck  thy  Lyre  to  Kings : 
Yes,  faith ;  and  sounded  very  pretty  things. 
Thou  Blockhead,  thou  pretend  to  think  thy  Rhymes 
Shall  live  to  see  the  days  of  after-tiines ! 
Fool,  to  pretend  on  subjects  great  to  shine, 
Or  e'en  to  Printers'  Devils  to  tune  the  line ! 

Sir,  let  me  humbly  beg  you  to  be  civil : 
Thou  know'st  not  that  I  was  a  Printer's  Devil ; 
So,  Sir,  your  satire  wants  the  power  to  drub. 
In  thus  comparing  Nichols  to  a  Grub. 

Whate'er  thou  say'st,  I'm  not  of  vengeance  fiiU, 
Nor  did  I  ever  bellow  like  a  Bull : 
And  grant  I  am  a  Bull,  I  shan't  suppose 
A  Cur  like  thee  can  nail  me  by  the  nose. 

Thou  liest  M'hen  thou  sayest,  like  a  Top^ 
With  anger  raised,  I  spinn'd  about  my  shop : 
Nor  did  I  ever,  madden'd  by  thy  stripes. 
Thou  Prince  of  Liars,  kick  about  my  types. 

Books  have  I  written :  Books  I  still  will  write; 
And  give,  I  hope,  to  Gentlefolks  delight 
With  charming  print,  and  copper-plates  so  fine, 
Whose  Magazine  goes  off  so  well  as  mine? 
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Who^  pray,  like  mCy  the  page  so  fond  of  filling? 
Who  gives  more  curious  matter  for  a  Shilling  ? 
England's  first  Geniuses  I  keep  in  pay ; 
Much  Prose  I  buy,  and  many  a  poet's  Lay. 
The  Silk- worm  Hayley  spins  me  heaps  of  Verse ; 
And  Gough,  Antiquities  exceeding  scarce : 
Great  Horace  Walpole  too,  with  sweet  good-will, 
Sends  me  choice  Anecdotes  fi*om  Strawberry-hill : 
Miss  Seward,  Mistress  Yeardsley,  and  Miss  More, 
Of  lines  (dear  women !)  send  me  many  a  score. 
These  are  the  Nymphs  at  whom  thine  envy  rails ; 
Fool !  of  their  gowns  not  fit  to  hold  the  tails : 
These  are  the  Men,  of  Prose  and  Verse  the  Knights, 
With  Genius  flashing  like  the  Northern  Lights ; 
These  are  the  men  whose  Works  immortal  show 
The  Men  of  Literature  from  top  to  toe. — 
But  thouVt  a  Wen ;  a  blue,  black,  bloated  Tumour, 
Without  one  single  grain  of  Wit  or  Humour  : 
Thy  Muse  too  all  so  consequential  struts, 
As  if  all  Helicon  were  in  her  guts ; — 
A  Fish-drab ;  a  poor,  nasty,  ra^ed  thing, 
Who  never  dipped  her  muzzle  in  the  Spring. 
Thou  think'st  thyself  on  Pegasus  so  steady; 
But,  Peter,  thou  art  mounted  on  a  Neddy : 
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Or,  in  the  London  phrase,  thou  Devonshire  monkey. 
Thy  Pegasus  is  nothing  but  a  Donkey. 

I  own,  my  vanity  it  well  may  raise. 
To  find  so  many  gaping  for  my  praise ; 
Who  send  such  flattering  things  as  ne'er  were  seen. 
To  get  well  vamish'd  in  my  Magazine : 
Indeed  I  often  do  indulge  the  elves. 
And  suffer  Authors  to  commend  themselves ; 
Wits  of  themselves  can  write  with  happiest  spirit. 
And  men  are  judges  of  their  proper  merit. 
Lumps  have  I  given  them  too  of  Beef,  and  Pudding, 
That  helps  a  hungry  Genius  in  its  studying ; 
And  humming  Porter,  when  their  Muse  was  dry  : — 
For  this  be  glory  unto  God  on  high ; 
And  not  to  r/ie,  who  did  not  make  the  pudding, 
Nor  beef  assisting  Genius  in  its  studying. 
To  Authors,  yes,  I've  given  both  boil'd  and  roast, 
And  many  a  time  a  Tankard  with  a  Toast ; 
But  God  forbid,  indeed,  that  I  should  boast! 
And  Halfpence  too,  and  Sixpences,  ecod ! 
But  boast  avaunt ! — the  glory  be  to  God  ! 
To  Bards,  good  Shoes  and  Stockings  I  have  given ; 
But  not  to  me  tlie  glory,  but  to  Heaven ! 
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Yes,  yes,  I  see  how  much  it  swells  thy  spleen, 
That  I'm  Head-Master  of  the  Magazine ; 
Who  let  no  Author  see  the  house  of  Fame, 
Before  he  gets  a  passport  in  my  name. 

Art  thou  a  Doctor?  Yes,  of  thinning  skill  ; 
For  thousands  have  been  poison'd  by  thy  Pill. 
But  let  my  soul  be  calm :  it  shan't  be  said 
I  fear  thee,  O  thou  Monster!  "  Who's  afiaidP' 

What  though  I  know  small  Latin,  and  less  Greek  ? 
Good  sterling  English  I  can  write  and  speak : 
Yet  thousands,  who  presume  to  be  my  Betters, 
Can't  spell  their  names,  and  scarcely  know  their  letters.. 

Belike,  the  curious  World  would  hear  with  joy 
What  trade  I  was  designed  for,  when  a  boy. 
"  A  Barber  or  a  Taylor,"  said  my  Mother. — 
"  No,"  cried  my  Father,  "  neither  one  nor  t'other : 
A  Soldier,  a  rough  Soldier,  John  shall  wahder. 
Pull  down  the  French,  and  fight  like  Alexander.'* 
But  unto  letters  was  I  always  squinting, 
So  ask'd  my  JDaddy's  leave  to  study  Printing ; 
And  got  myself  to  Uncle  Bowyer's  shop : 
Where,  when  it  pleased  the  Lord  that  he  should  drop, 
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The  trade  and  good-will  of  the  shop  weie  imne ; 
Where,  without  vanity,  I  think  I  shine; 
And  where,  thank  God,  in  spite  of  dull  abuse> 
I'm  w  arm,  and  married,  and  can  boil  my  goose. 
And  had  I  been  to  swords  and  muskets  bred, 
Perhaps  I  had  shined  a  Cesar,  or  the  S^ede: — 
Hadst  thou  a  Soldier  been,  thou  sorry  munmier, 
Thy  rank  had  never  rose  above  a  Drummer. 

How  darest  tliou  say,  that  should  his  Royal  Highness 
(A  Prince  renown'd  for  modesty  and  shyness) 
Be  Generalissimo  of  aU  our  forces, 
A  Jack-ass*s  old  back,  and  not  a  Horse's, 
Should  carry  the  good  Prince  into  the  field : 
Whose  arm  a  Broomstick,  for  a  Staff,  should  wield ; 
That  very,  very  Broomstick,  which  his  Wife 
Oft  used  to  finbh  matrimonial  strife  ? — 
Why  dost  not  praise  the  virtues  of  the  Queeo, 
As  great  in  Soul  as  noble  in  her  Atiea ; 
Whose  Virtues  make  the  soul  of  Envy  siek^ 
Strong  as  her  Snoff,  aod  as  her  Diamonds  Ihkk? — 
But  wherefore  this  to  Peter  do  I  say  ? 
Owls  love  the  dark,  and  tberefere  loatb  tl^  day. 
The  King,  as  wise  a  man  aa  man  dan  be ; 
The  Queen,  so  mild,^  mho  caaaot  kill  a  fien; 
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Brave  Qbuceater's  Highness,  wd  his  sober  Wik, 
Who  lead  the  scfiestj  sweetesiy  (mlmest  li£&;: 
Richmond  and  J^eeds^  each  Ddce  a  iirat^^te  Star, 
One  famed  for  Politics^  and  one  foe  War,; 
The  open  Hawkesbury^  stranger  to  all  guile. 
Who  never  of  a  sixpence  robbed  our  isle ; 
The  modest  Pitt,  the  Joseph  of  the  day. 
Who  never  with  lewd  women  went  astray ; 
And  many  others,  that  I  soon  could  mention.;. 
Are  much  obliged  indeed  to  thy  incenlwn. 
But  whereas  the  Oak  that  never  feels  a  Blast? 
Or  Sun,  at  times  that  is  not  overcast? 
Alas !  even  people  dnest  in  Gold  and  £rmide 
May  feel  at  times^  tiiie  bites  of  nasty  Vecnmi^;!. . 
And  when  thou  darest  great  Quality  atbackvi 
What  art  thou  but.  a  Bug  upon  its'  baick? 

What  harm,  pray,  hath  my  friend  Sir  Joseph  done ; 
So  good,  and  yet  the  subject  of  thy  fiuo ; 
Just  in  his  ways  to  women  and  to  men? — 
Indeed  he  sxoears  a  little  now  and  then. 
Behold !  hif  Breakbats  abine^th  Reputation ; 
His  Dinners  arp  the  Wonder  Ql^  the  NatioQ: 
With  these  he  treats,  b^th  Coituiioii6rs  and  QwUt^y; 
Who  praise,  where^car  tib^  g(V  his  hospitality* 
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Even  from  the  North  and  South,  and  West  and  East, 
Men  send  hhn  Shell,  and  Butterfly,  and  Beast 
Sir  William  Hamilton  sends  Gods  and  Mugs ; 
And,  for  his  feast,  a  Sow's  most  dainty  Dugs. 
And  shall  such  Mob  as  thou,  not  worth  a  groat, 
Dare  pick  a  hole  in  such  a  great  man's  coat? — 
Whenever  at  Saint  James's  he  is  seen. 
Is  not  he  spoke  to  by  the  King  and  Queen  ? 
And  don't  the  Lords  at  once  about  him  press, 
And,  like  his  Sovereigns,  much  regard  profess ; 
Tell  him  they'll  come  one  day  to  him,  and  dine, 
Behold  his  Rarities,  and  taste  his  Wine  ? 
Such  are  the  honours,  to  delight  the  soul. 
On  which  thy  longing  eye-balls  vainly  roll : 
Such  are  the  honours  that  his  heart  must  flatter, 
On  which  thy  old  Dog's  Mouth  in  vain  may  water. 

Whether  in  Devonshire  thou  hast  a  house, 
I  value  not  three  capers  of  a  louse. 
Whether  in  Cornwall  thou  a  hut  hast  got> 
And,  at  elections  only,  boil'st  thy  pot ; 
Whether  a  Doctor,  Devil,  or  a  FViar ; 
I  know  not :  but  I  know  thou  art  a  liar. 
Whene'er  I  die,  I  hope  that  I  shall  read 
This  honest  Epitaph  upon  my  bead  :-«* 


A  ROWLAND  FOR  AN  OLIVER.  305 

^*  Here  lies  Jdm's  Body ;  but  his  Soul  is  seen 
In  that  fiuned  work,  the  Gemman's  Magazine : 
Brave,  yet  possessed  of  all  the  softer  feelings ; 
Successful  with  the  Muses  in  his  dealings ; 
Mild,  yet  in  Virtue's  cause  as  quick  as  tinder ; 
Who  never  cared  one  f —  for  Peter  Pindar." 


ILl  PiTBm  PiiTDAi's  Apology  for  the  Variety  of  Entertainment  in 
Ins  pretty  poetical  Olic^  is  the  first  thing  I  shall  present  to  tike 
Pohlic. 

PETER'S  APOLOGY. 

Ladies,  I  keep  a  Rhyme-shop ;  mine's  a  trade; 

I  sell  to  old  and  young,  to  man  and  maid : 
All  customers  must  be  obliged ;  and  no  man 

Wishes  more  universally  to  please. 

I'd  really  crawl  upon  my  hands  and  knees, 
T  oblige ;  particularly,  lovely  Woman. 

Yet  some  (the  Devil  take  such  virtuous  times !), 

Fastidious,  pick  a  quarrel  with  my  Rhymes, 
And  beg  I'd  only  deal  in  love-sick  Sonnet — 

How  easy,  to  bid  others  cease  to  feed ! 

On  beauty  I  can  quickly  ifie  indeed ; 
But,  trust  me,  can't  Ivoe  Umg  upon  it 

VOL.  II.  X 
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If  there  is  not  a  deal  of  impudent  doMe  aumdrt  in  this  Sonnet, 
1  do  not  know  what  purity  mnaneth :  sweetly  wrapped  up  indeBd[» 
Squire  Pindar! 

Instead  of  a  formal  commentary  on  every  composition,  I  shall 
make  short  work  with  them,  by  giving  them  their  true  character  in 
a  few  words ;  as  for  example : 

Impudence,  Egotism,  and  Conceit 


Phb  expulsion  of  a  most  excellent  set  of  Flayers  finom  Kii^jS- 
bridge  in  Devonshire,  with  the  asylum  offered  them  by  the 
Author*s  Bam  in  an  acDoining  Parish,  is  the  foundation  of 
the  following  Ode  :)— 


ODE  TO  MY  BARN. 

Sweet  haunt  of  Solitude  and  Rats, 

Mice,  tuneful  Owls,  and  purring  Cats  : 
Who,  while  we  Mortals  sleep,  the  gloom  penrade ; 

And  wish  not  for  the  Sun's  all-seeing  eye, 

Their  niousing  mysteries  to  spy ; 
Blest,  like  Philosophers,  amidst  the  shade ! 

When  Persecution,  with  an  iron  hand, 
Dared  drive  the  Moral-menders  finom  the  land. 
Called  Players, — friendly  to  the  wandering  cvew^ 
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Thine  eye  with  tears  surveyed  the  mighty  wrongs 
Thine  open  arms  received  the  mournful  throng ; 
Kings  without  Shirts,  and  Queens  with  half  a  Shoe. 

Alas,  what  dangers  gloomed  of  late  around ! 

Monarchs  and  Queens  with  Halters  nearly  bound ; 
Duke,  Dukeling,  Princess,  Prince,  consigned  to  Jail ; 

And,  what  the  very  soul  of  Pity  shocks. 

The  poor  old  Leai*  was  threaten'd  with  the  Stocks, 
Cordelia  with  the  Cart's  unfeeling  Tail. 

Still  cherish  such  rare  Royalty  forlorn : 

A  Garrick  in  thy  bosom  may  be  bom, 
A  Siddons  too,  of  future  fair  renown. 

For  Love  is  not  a  squeamish  God,  they  say ; 

As  pleased  to  see  his  rites  performed  on  Hay, 
As  on  the  goose's  soft  and  yielding  Down. 

The  same  Impudence,  EgoCiim,  and  Conceit,  a*  in  tbe  fint  Ode. 


TO  MY  BARN. 

Bt  Lacedemon-men  attacked. 
When  Thebes,  in  days  of  yore^  was  sack'd^ 
And  nought  the  fury  of  tibe  troops  could 

x2 
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What^s  true,  yet  marvellous  to  rehearse. 
So  well  the  common  Soldiers  relish'd  Verse, 
They  scom'd  to  bum  the  dwelling-house  c^  Piodar. 

With  awe  did  Alexander  view 

The  house  of  my  great  Cousin  too ; 
And,  gazing  on  the  building,  thus  he  sigh'd : 

"  General  Parmenio,  mark  that  house  before  ye; 

That  lodging  tells  a  melancholy  story  : 
There  Pindar  lived  (great  Bard !),  and  there  he  died. 

**  The  King  of  Syracuse,  all  nations  know  it, 

Was  celebrated  by  this  lofty  Poet, 
And  made  immortal  by  his  strains  : — 

Ah !  could  I  find  like  him  a  Bard  to  sing  me, 

Would  any  man  like  him  a  Poet  bring  me, 
I'd  give  him  a  good  Pension  for  his  pains. 

"  But,  ah !  Parmenio,  'monggt  the  Sons  of  Men, 
This  World  will  never  see  his  like  agen ; 

The  greatest  Bard  that  ever  breath'd  is  dead  I 
General  Parmenio,  what  think  you  f" — 
"  Indeed  'tis  true,  my  Li^e,  'tis  very  true,** 

Parmenio  cried,  and  sighing  shook  his  head : 

Then  from  his  pocket  took  a  knife  so  nice. 
With  which  he  chipp'd  his  cheese  and  onionfli 


A  BOWLAND  FOR  AN  OLIVER.  309 

And  from  a  rafter  cut  a  handsome  Slice^ 

To  make  rare  Toothpicks  for  the  Macedonians ; 
Just  like  the  toothpicks  which  we  see 
At  Stratford  made,  from  Shakspeare's  Mulberry-tree. — 

What  pity  that  the  Squire  and  Knight 
Knew  not  to  prophesy  as  well  asjight ! 

Then  had  they  known  the  future  Men  of  Metre ; 
Then  had  the  General  and  the  Monarch  spied. 
In  Fate's  fair  book,  our  Nation's  equal  Pride, 

That  very  Pindar's  Cousin  Peter. 

Daughter  of  Thatch,  and  Stone,  and  Mud, 

When  I,  no  longer  flesh  and  blood, 
Shall  join  of  Lyric  Bards  some  half  a  dozen 

(Meed  of  high  worth) ;  and,  'midst  th'  Elysian  plains, 

To  Horace  and  Alcaeus  read  my  strains, 
Anacreon,  Sappho,  and  my  great  old  Cousin ; 

On  thee  shall  rising  generations  stare, 

That  come  to  Kingsbridge  and  to  Dodbrook  Fair  * ; 
For  such  thy  history  and  mne  shall  learn : 

Like  Alexander  shall  they  every  one 

Heave  the  deep  sigh,  and  say,  '^  Since  Peter's  gone, 
With  reverence  let  us  look  upon  his  Bam." 

*  Hdd  ammlly  «t  thote  plwet. 
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The  foUowiDg  Ode  of  Mr.  Pindar*8  is  what  Rhetoricians  would  caO 
iroMcoL    The  leading  feature  seems  to  be  Impudence. 

ODE  TO  AFFECTATION. 

Nthph  of  the  mincing  mouth,  and  languid  eye. 
And  lisping  tongue  so  soft,  and  head  awry, 

And  fluttering  Heart,  of  Leaves  of  Aspen  made; 
Who  were  thy  parents,  blushful  Virgin,  say : 
Perchance  Dame  Folly  gave  thee  to  the  day, 

With  Gaffer  Ignorance's  aid. 

Say,  Virgin,  where  dost  thou  delight  to  dwell  ? 
With  Maids  of  Honour,  startful  virgin  ?  Tell : 

For  I  have  heard  a  deal  of  each  fair  Miss ; 
How  wicked  Lords  have  whisper'd  wicked  things 
Beneath  the  noses  of  good  Queens  and  Kings, 

And  sighed  for  Pleasures^r  beyond  a  Kiss. 

Great  is  thy  delicacy,  dainty  Maid : 

At  slightest  things,  thy  cheek  with  crimson  glows. 
Say,  art  thou  not  ashamed,  abash'd,  afraid, 

Wheneer  thou  stealest  forth  to  pluck  a  rosef 
Or  hast  thou  lost,  O  Nymph,  thy  pretty  gall ; 
So  never  fduckest  aojiMe  at  all? 


A  ROWLAND  FOR  AN  OLIVER.  311 

Tin  told^  thou  keepest  not  a  single  Male ; 

Nothing  but  Females^  at  thy  board  to  cram : 
That  no  he  Lapdog  near  thee  wags  his  tail. 

Nor  Cat  by  vulgar  people  call'd  a  ram. 

I've  heard  too,  that  if  e'er,  by  dire  mishap. 

Some  Ravishers  should  make  thy  favourites  whores,-^ 

Staring  as  stricken  by  a  Thunder-clap, 

Thy  modesty  hath  kick'd  them  out  of  doors* 

Tis  said,  when  Wag-tails  thou  behold'st,  and  Doves, 
And  Sparrows,  busy  with  their  feathered  Loves ; 

Lord !  thou  hast  trembled  at  their  xvicked  tricks : 
And,  snatching  up  thy  blush-concealing  &n. 
As  if  it  were  a  Lady  and  a  Man, 

Hast  only  peep'd  upon  them  through  the  stich. 

And  yet  so  variously  thou*rt  s£ud  to  act. 
That  I  have  heard  it  utter'd  for  a  fact. 
That  often  on  old  Thames's  sunny  banks. 
Where  Striplings  swim,  with  wanton  prasJts, 

On  bladders  some  out-stretch'd,  and  some  on  corks, 
Thou  squinting,  most  indifferent  Girl,  art  seen. 
In  contemplation  of  each  youthful  skin, 

Admiring  God  Almighty's  handiworks* 

Prim  Nymph,  thou  art  no  favourite  with  the  World : 
I  hear  the  direst  corses  on  thee  hurVd. 
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Sorry  am  I,  so  ill  thy  manners  suit : 
Tis  said,  that  if  a  Mouse  appear  to  view, 
We  hear  a  formidable  screech  ensue, 

As  if  it  were  some  huge  devouring  Brute ; 

And  if  beneath  thy  petticoat  he  run, 
Thou  bellowest  as  if  thou  wert  undone, 

And  kickest  at  a  Cow-like  rate,  poor  soul  1 
When,  if  thou  wert  to  be  a  little  quiet. 
And  not  disturb  the  Nibbler  by  a  riot, 

The  Mouse  would  go  into  his  proper  hole. 

IVe  heard  it  sworn  too,  Nymph,  that  in  the  streets. 
When  running,  dancing,  capering  at  thy  side^ 

Thy  Chloe  other  Dogs  so  brazen  meets, 

That  wriggling  ask  thy  Bitch  to  be  their  Bride; 

Quick  hast  thou  caught  up  Chloe  in  thy  arms, 

From  violation  to  preserve  her  charms ; 

And,  bouncing  wildly  from  the  view 

Of  those  same  saucy  canine  crew. 

Hast  oped  so  loud  and  tunefully  thy  throat 

(Seeming  as  thou  hadst  learn  to  scream  by  note). 

Loud  as  the  Sabine  Girls  that  tried  to  scape 

The  iptechUii  horrors  of  a  Roman  Rape. 

No  Novds  readest  thou,  O  Nymph,  in  sight ; 
And  yet  again  Vm  told  that  every  ni^t, 
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In  secret  J  thou  art  much  inclined  to  doat 
On  Rhymes  that  Rochester  so  warmly  wrote. 

Oft  dost  thou  wonder  how  thy  sex,  so  sweet. 

Can  Fellows,  those  great  two-legg'd  monsters,  meet, 

And  swoon  not  at  each  Caliban ; 
And  wonder  how  thy  sex  can  fiEmcy  blisses 
Contained  within  the  black  rough-bearded  Kisses 

Of  such  a  Bear-like  tiling  as  Man. 

Tis  also  smd,  that  if  a  Flea  at  night. 

Pert  rogue,  hath  dared  thy  luscious  lip  to  bite. 

Or  point  his  snoiit  into  thy  snowy  breast^ 
At  once  the  house  hath  been  alarm'd :  the  Maids 
Caird  idle,  nasty,  good-for-nothing  jades ; 

Who,  £ve-like,  rushing  to  thy  room  undrest, 

Have  thought  some  wicked  Ravisher  so  dread. 
On  Love's  delicious  viands  to  be  fed. 

Had  seized  thee,  to  obtain  forbidden  joys ; — 
Which  had  he  done,  a  most  audacious  thief. 
Of  every  Maid  it  was  the  firm  belief 

Thou  nHmldstnoty  Nymph,  have  made  a,  greater  noise. 

And  yet  'tis  said  again,  O  Nymph  so  bright ! 

Thou  sleep'st  with  John  the  Coachman  every  night ; 
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Vile  talcs,  invented  to  destroy  thy  fame ; 
For  wert  thou,  fearful  Lass,  this  instant  married, 

At  night  thy  modest  cheek  would  bum  with  shame ; 
Nor  wouldst  thou  gOj  but  to  the  bed  be  carried : 

There,  when  thy  Strephon  rush'd,  in  white  array 'd, 
To  clasp  with  kisses  sweet  his  white-stoled  Maid, 

And  riot  in  the  luxury  of  charms ; — 
Flat  as  a  Flounder ;  seeing,  hearing,  gone ; 
Mute  as  a  Fish,  and  fairly  tum'd  to  Stone, 

O  Damsel !  thou  wouldst  dU  within  his  arms. 


More  Impadence^  with  a  lick  at  one  of  the  Ten  Commandments. 

TO  FORTUNE. 

Ah,  loitering  Fortune !  thou  art  come  too  late : 
Ah  !  wherefore  give  me  not  thy  smiles  before ; 
When  all  my  youthful  Passions  in  a  roar, 

Rare  Hunters,  fearless  leaped  each  five-bar  gate  ? 

Unknown  by  thee,  how  often  did  I  meet 
The  loveliest  Forms  of  Nature  in  the  street. 

The  fair,  the  black,  and  lasting  brown ! 
And,  while  their  charms  enraptured  I  surveyed, 
This  pretty  l^end  on  their  lips  I  read : 

''  Kisses,  O  gentle  Shepherd,  for  a  Crowo«** 
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How  oft  I  look'd,  and  sigh'd,  and  look'd  agen. 

Upon  the  charms  of  every  Phillis  ! 
How  wish'd  myself  a  Cock,  and  her  a  Hen, 

To  crop  at  once  her  roses  and  her  lilies  ! 
Indeed  not  only  without  paying. 
But  for  her  liberty  without  once  staying. 

"  At  Otaheite/'  I  have  said  with  tears^ 
"  No  Gentleman  a  Jail  so  horrid  fears 

For  taking  liberties  with  Lasscs  : 
Soon  as  they  heard  how  Love  m  England  fared. 
The  glorious  Otaheitans  all  were  scared, 

And  caird  us  Englishmen  a  pack  of  Asses. 

^'  But  they  indeed  are  Heathens ;  have  no  Souls 
But  such  as  must  be  fried  on  burning  Coals. 

I  am  a  Christian,  and  abhor  a  rape : 
Yet  if  a  Lass  would  sell  her  lean  and  fat, 
I'm  not  so  great  an  enemy  to  th:it ; 

Though  that  mi^t  whelp  a  little  kind  of  Scrape, 
Since  'tis  believed  that  simple  Fornication 
May  step  between  a  Man  and  his  Salvation." — 

Damn'd  Fortune,  thus  to  make  me  groan ! 

To  offer  now  thy  shining  pieces ! 
For  nmv  my  passions  all  are  flown. 

Gone  to  my  Nephews  and  my  Niecea. 
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ODE  TO  MADAME  SCHWELLENBERG 

AND  CO. 

ON  THEIR  INTENDED  TOYAGB  TO  GE&MANT  : 

(Written  in  the  yeir  1789.) 

We  wish  you  a  good  voyage  to  that  shore 
Where  all  your  friends  are  impudent  and  poor. 

ObUge  US,  Madam ;  don't  again  come  over. — 
To  use  a  cant  phrase,  we Ve  been  finely ybii'd^ 
Indeed  have  very  dextrously  been  robb'd ; 

YouVe  lived  just  eight  and  twenty  years  in  clover. 

Pray  let  us  breathe  a  little ;  be  so  good : 
We  cannot  spare  such  quantities  of  blood. 

At  least  for  some  ten  years,  pray  cross  the  main ; 
Then,  cruel,  should  you  think  upon  returning, 
To  put  us  Britons  all  in  second  mourning, 

We  may  support  phlebotomy  again. 

To  you  and  your  lean  Gang  we  owe  th*  Excise : 
Pitt  cannot  any  other  scheme  devise, 

To  pay  the  Nation's  debt,  and  fill  your  purses. 
With  great  respect  I  here  assure  you.  Ma'am, 
Your  name  our  common  people  loudly  damn ; 

Genteeler  folks  attack  with  silent  curses. 
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Madam,  can  you  speak  Latin  ? — No,  not  much : 
I  think  you  principally  spew*  High  Dutch: 

But  did  you  Latin  understand  (God  bless  it), 
I'd  offer  up  the  pithiest,  prettiest  line, 
Unto  your  Avarice's  sacred  shrine — 

'^  CrescitAmor  nummi  qtutntiim  ipsa  Pecunia  crescit.'* 

The  which  translation  of  this  Latin  line 

Is  this :  ^^  Alas !  that  Maw  profound  of  thine 

May  like  the  Stomach  of  a  Whale  be  reckoned : 
Throw  into  it  the  Nation's  treasury, 
But  for  a  minute  it  will  pleasure  ye ; 

That  gullet  would  be  gaping  for  a  second." 

Madam,  we  wish  you  a  lang^  long  adieu : 

Good  riddance  of  the  Snuff  and  Diamond  Crew ! 

Your  absence,  all,  alone  the  State  relieves; 
For,  hungry  Ladies,  as  I'm  here  alive, 
A  House  can  never  hope  to  thrive 

That  harboureth  a  Nest  of  Thieves. 

*  The  Aotiior  tluiikt  diit  ezpreHkm,  tbongh  a  dirty  one,  more  ifiirrljif  iiii  fhii 
any  other  of  tiie  guttural  Ocnnan;  and  therefore  cbooict  not  to  ncrifica  Tritfi 
to  a  little  hiemianei. 
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1  supportable  Apulogy  for  keeping  Mistrcsse.' 

tliat  most  respectable  state,  Mainiuuny. 


That  I  have  often  been  in  Love,  deep  Love, 
A  hundred  doleful  Ditties  plainly  prove. 

By  Marriage  never  have  I  been  disjointed ; 
For  Matrimony  deals  prodigious  blows: 
And  yet,  for  tiiis  same  stormy  state,  God  knows, 

I'vegroan'd;  'Auii,,  tliaiih  my  Stars,  been  disappointed. 

"With  Loves  dear  passion  will  I  never  war  : 

Let  every  man  lor  ever  be  in  love, 
Even  if  he  beats  in  age  old  Parr ; 

'Tis  for  his  chilly  veins  a  good  warm  glovej 
It  bids  the  blood  with  brisker  motion  start, 
Thawing  time's  icicles  around  his  heart. 

Wedlock's  a  saucy,  sad,  familiar  state, 

AVhere  folks  are  very  apt  to  scold  and  hate; — 

Love  keeps  a  modest  distance,  is  divine, 

Obliging,  and  says  every  thing  that's  tine. 

Love  writes  sweet  Sonnets,  deals  in  tender  matter; — 

Marriage,  in  Epigram  so  keen,  ajid  Satire. 
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Love  seeketh  always  to  oblige  the  Fair ; 
Full  of  kind  wishes,  and  exalted  hope : — 

Marriage  desires  to  see  her  in  the  air 
Suspended,  at  the  bottom  of  a  rape. 

Love  wishes,  in  the  vale  or  on  the  down, 

To  give  his  dear,  dear  Idol,  a  green  gown : — 

Marriage,  the  Brute,  so  snappish  and  ill-bred, 

Can  kick  his  sighing  Turtle  out  of  bed  ; 

Turns  bluffly  from  the  charms  that  Taste  adores. 

Then  pulls  his  night-cap  o'er  his  eyes,  and  snores. 

Wedlock  at  first  indeed  is  vastly  pleasant ; 
A  very  showy  bird,  a  fine  Cock-pheasant  :•— 
By  time,  it  changeth  to  a  different  fowl ; 
Sometimes  a  Cuckoo,  oftener  a  Hom-owL 

Wedlock's  a  Lock,  however  large  and  thick, 
Which  every  rascal  has  a  Key  to  pick. 

O  Love!  for  Heaven's  sake,  never  leave  my  heart: 
No ;  thou  and  1  will  never,  never  part. — 
Go,  Wedlock,  to  the  men  of  leaden  brains, 
Who  hate  variety,  and  sigh  for  chains. 
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A  bare-fiused  Apology  fin*  leaying  a  kmng  Wife. 

TO  CHLOE: 

(An  Apology  for  going  into  the  Country.) 

Chloe,  we  must  not  always  be  in  Heaven; 

For  ever  toying,  ogling,  kissing,  billing: 
The  joys  for  which  I  Thousands  would  have  given^ 

Will  presently  be  scarcely  worth  a  Shilling. 

Thy  Neck  is  fairer  than  the  Alpine  Snows ; 

And,  sweetly  swelling,  beats  the  Down  of  Doves 
Thy  Cheek  of  health,  a  rival  to  the  Rose ; 

Thy  pouting  lips,  the  Throne  of  all  the  Loves. 
Yet,  though  thus  beautiful  beyond  expression, 
That  beauty  fadeth  by  too  much  possession. 

Economy  in  love,  is  peace  to  Nature ; 
Much  like  economy  in  worldly  matter : 
We  should  be  prudent,  never  live  too  fiut; 
Profusion  will  not,  cannot,  abepoys  last 

Lovers  are  really  Spendthrifb ;  'tis  a  shame : 
Nothing  their  thoughtless  wild  career  can  tam^ 
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Till  Penury  stares  them  in  the  face ; 
And  when  they  find  an  empty  purse, — 
Grown  calmer,  wiser,  how  the  fault  they  curse, 

And,  limping,  look  with  such  a  sneaking  grace ! 
Job's  War-horse  fierce,  his  neck  with  Thunder  hung, 
Sunk  to.  an  humble  Hack  that  carries  Dung. 

Smell  to  the  Queen  of  Rowers,  the  fragrant  Rose : 
Smell  twenty  times ;  and  then,  my  Dear,  thy  nose 
Will  tell  thee  (not  so  much  for  scent  athirst), 
The  txoentkth  drank  less  flavour  than  the  first. 

Love,  doubtless,  is  the  sweetest  of  all  fellows ; 

Yet  often  should  the  little  God  retire : 
Absence,  dear  Chloe,  is  a  Pair  of  Bellows 

That  keeps  alive  the  sacred  Fire. 


In  the  same  impudently  ironical  style. 
ODE  TO  LAIS. 

O  Nymph  with  all  the  Luxury  of  Skin, 
Pea^bloom  Breath,  and  dimpled  Chin, 

Rose  Cheek,  and  Eyes  that  beat  the  blackest  Sloe ; 
With  flaxen  Ringlets  thy  soft  Bosom  shading, 
So  white,  so  plump,  so  lusciously-persuading ; 

And  Lips  that  none  but  mouths  of  Cherubs  know ! 

yOL.  II.  Y 
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Oh,  leering,  lure  me  not  to  Chariotte-dtreet, 
That  too,  too  fair,  seducmg  FcH*m  to  meet, 

Warm,  unattired,  and  breathing  rich  delight; 
Where  thou  wilt  practise  every  roguish  art, 
To  bid  my  spirits  all  unbridled  start, 

Run  off  with  me  fiill-tilt,  and  steal  my  sight 
Then  shall  I  trembling  fall,  for  want  of  grace, 
And  die  perhaps  upon  my  fact. 

Ah !  cease  to  turn,  and  leer,  and  smile, 
My  too  imprudent  senses  to  beguile : 

Ah !  keep  that  Leg  so  taper  from  me, 
Ah !  form'd  to  foil  a  Phidias 's  art ; 
So  much  unlike  that  Leg  in  every  part 

By  me  abhorr'd,  and  christened  gummy. 

In  vain  I  turn  around  to  run  away : 

Thine  Eyes,  those  Basilisks,  command  my  stay ; 

While,  through  its  gauze  thy  snowy  Bosom  peeping. 
Seems  to  that  rogue  Interpreter,  my  Eye, 
To  heave  a  soft,  desponding,  tender  sigh ; 

Like  Gossamer,  my  Thoughts  of  goodness  sweeping. 

Pity  my  dear  Religion's  dread  debility ^ 
And  hide  those  Orbs  of  sweet  Inflammability  1 — 
Abound,  I  say,  abound  in  grace,  my  Feet ; 
And  do  Qot  follow  her  to  CbarlotteHStrwt*-*^ 


A  KOWLAKD  FOR  AN  QU¥E«;.  dSS 

Alas,  alas !  you  have  no  grace,  I  see, 
But  wish  to  carry  off  poor  struggling  me; 

Yes,  the  wild  bed  of  Beauty  nn^  to  s^ek. 
Yet,  if  you  doy — ^to  make  your  two  hearts  ache, 
A  sweet,  a  sweet  reoenge  I  mean  to  take ; 

For  curse  me  if  you  shall  not  stay  a  week. 

Yet  let  me  not  ^us  pondering,  gaping,  stand. — 
But,  lo,  I  an)  npt  &t  my  Qwn  command : 
Bed,  bosom,  kiss,  embraces,  storm  my  braihs^ 
And,  lawless  tyrants,  bind  my  will  in  chains. 
0  lovely  Lass !  too  powerful  are  thy  charms. 
And  fascination  dwells  within  thy  arms. 

The  Passions  join  the  fierce  invading  Host, 
Apd  /  and  Virtue  are  o'erwhelm'd  and  lost: 
Passions  that  in  a  M^o^g^^  ^hquld  move ; 
Wild  H(m9^  iQoma'd  by  tb^  ha«4s  Qf  Ipvf . 

I'm  off,  alas !  unworthy  to  be  seen. 
The  Bard,  an*  Virtue  a  poor  captive  Queen! — 
O  Lais,  should  our  deeds  to  sim  amount^ 
Just  Heavea  wi)^  pla^  tifm  aH  tQXAy  9<PWunt 


Y« 
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Tlie  following  Stanza,  on  the  Death  of  Ladj  Bfoont  ICdgecumb's 
fiiToniite  Pig  Cupid,  is  verily  exceeded  by  nothing  in  the  azuuJs 
of 


A  CONSOLATORY  STANZA 

TO 

LADY   MOUNT   EDGECUMB, 

OH  THB  DEATH  OP  BBE  PIG  CUPID. 

Oh  dry  that  tear,  so  round  and  big; 

Nor  waste  in  sighs  your  precious  wind  ! 
Death  only  takes  a  singk  Pig : 

Your  lord  and  son  are  still  behind. 


Superlatively  impudent,  and,  I  hope,  untrue;  tent  to  me  two  days 
after  my  publication  of  my  ''  Queen  Efixabeth^s  Vtognmta,**  one 
of  which  is  now  acting  in  his  Migesty't  gkffkmi  UbntPf  at 

BuckiDgham-house. 

TO  MR.  JOHN  NICHOI^, 

V*  ttl§  MISTOEY  op  THE  PaOOmiMEf  OP.^Uan  l&UAJIBTIi. 

foH^,  Uwjgh  it  a)sks  no  subtilty  of  brafa 
'hi  ^liui  Queen  Bess's  Progress  through  the  land; 

iMii  <4»4  Uk*  freedom,  if  I  dare  maintain 
'Mm  Urnim  too  high  for  thee  to  take  in  hand. 
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On  Vanity's  damn'd  rock  what  thousands  split ! 
Thou  shouldst  have  labour'd  on  some  humbler  matter ; 

On  somewhat  on  a  level  with  thy  wit : 
For  instance,  when  her  Majesty  made  water. 


To  show  that  I  can  be  can^,  even  to  people  of  no  candour,  I  shall 
conclude  this  first  part  with  a  few  Songs  that  are  sot  totally 
destitute  of  merit. 

TO  DEUA. 

While  Poets  pour  their  happiest  Lays^ 

And  call  thee  every  thing  divine ; 
Not  quite  so  lavish  in  thy  pnuse. 

To  cemure  be  the  province  mine. 

Though  bom  with  talents  to  surprise. 
Thou  seldom  dost  those  powers  display : 

Thus  seem  they  trifling  in  thy  eyes ; 
Thus  Heaven's  best  fpSts  are  thrown  away. 

Though  rich  in  charms,  tbou.  know'st  it  not ; 

Such  is  thine  ^mrance  profound : 
And  then  such  cructty  thy  lot^ 

Thy  sweetest  smile  inflicts  a  wound 
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TO  FORTUNE. 

Yes,  Fortune,  I  have  sought  thee  long ; 
Invoked  thee  oft,  in  prose  and  song ; 

Through  half  Old  England  woo'd  thee : 
Through  seas  of  dac^r,  Indian  lands, 
Through  Afric's  howling,  burning  sands^ 

But,  ah !  in  vain  pursued  thee. 

NoWy  Fortune,  thou  wouldst  fiedn  be  kind ; 
And  now  I'll  plainly  speak  my  mind : 

I  care  not  straws  about  thee. 
For  Delia's  hand  alone  t  toiled ; 
Unbribed  by  wealth  the  Nyinph  bas  smiled, 

And  bliss  is  ours  without  thee. 


Chloe,  a  tfaous^d  bhlotni  itte  Wibk, 
That  give  my  heaH  tbe  ttodstttivt  tifgiki 

Ah !  wherefore  let  thy  Pdbt  pfki^ 
Who  canst  with  eioe  his  ihHAstHtpfiff 
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Oh  baste,  thy  charity  display ; 

With  little  I'll  conteoted  be : 
The  kisses  which  thou  throw*st  away 

Upon  thy  Dog,  will  do  for  me. 


I  cannot  however  conclude  this  first  part  of  Mr.  Peter*s  JjaaAror 
lions,  without  a  severe  reprehension  of  his  Want  of  Loyalty^  as 
well  as  Want  of  Respect,  for  that  Jirst  of  Courts,  Saint  James's ; 
and  moreover,  to  prove  that  Disloyalty  and  Disrespect,  I  give  the 
Allowing  Ode,  which  he,  with  all  his  impudence,  dares  not  deny 
that  he  wrote.  I  Buppose  that  it  was  wrhten  in  the  ioit  Hagn, 
since  it  is  tiiy  tuifcfe  that  it  ■hoaid  he  in  tbeprciMU. 

TO  A  FMEND  IN  DISGRACE. 

So  then !  thy  Sovereign  turns  away  his  face? 
Thank  God,  with  aU  thy  soal,  for  the  tikgrace. 

This  instant  down  upon  thy  koBty 

And  idolize  the  Man  who  makes  theeyrec; 
No  more  endeavour  Folly's  hand  to  Idss. 

At  first  I  looVd  with  pity  on  thy  stafte ; 

But  now  I  humbly  thank  the  foot  of  Fate, 
That  kindly  kicks  thee  into  bliss. 
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Tve  been  disgraced  too,  felt  a  Monarch's  frown, 

And  consequently  quitted  town  : — 
But  have  \ny  fields  refused  their  smiles  so  sweet? 

Say,  have  my  birds  grown  sulky  with  the  King ; 

IMy  thrushes,  linnets,  larks,  refused  to  sing  ; 
^ly  winding  brooks,  to  prattle  at  my  feet? 

No ;  no  such  matter.     Each  unclouded  day 

On  dovc-Uke  pinions  gaily  glides  away : 
In  short,  all  nature  seems  disposed  to  please. 

Then  prithee  quit  thy  qualms  ;  look  up  and  laugh; 

The  rural  pleasures  let  us  largely  quaff, 
And  make  our  conge  to  the  Gods  of  Ease. 

By  day,  shall  Nature's  simple  voice 

Our  walks  and  rides  of  health  rejoice, 
Far  from  an  empty  Court  where  Tumult  howls : 

And  should  at  night,  by  chance,  an  hour 

Be  with  t'fimd  inclined  to  lour. 
We'll  go  and  listen  to  our  Owls; 

Birds  from  whose  throats  'tis  said  ihTiiicisdom  springs- 
\\o\\  rcn/  different  from  the  throats  oi  Kings! 
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TO 


THE   FUTURE   LAUREAT: 


AN  ODE. 
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80  litde  Cem'i  Immoiir  didniB  my  caie» 
I  know  not  if  the  nMD  be  black  or  finr. 


THE  ARGUMENT. 

ITie  Poet  expresseth  wonderful  Curiosity  for  knowmg  tfae/kiifrf  Lanreat— re- 
porteth  the  Candidateg  for  the  sablhne  Office  of  Poetical  Trumpeter— recom- 
mendeth  to  hi$  Muse  the  Praises  of  Economy,  Poultry,  Cow-Pens,  Pi|^ 
DnngfaiUs,  &c.— adviseth  the  Mention  of  his  present  Monqf-Umng  Majesty  of 
Naples ;  also  of  the  greai  People  of  Germany  —  Peter  gently  criticiseth  poor 
Thomas,  and  uttereth  strange  Things  of  Courts— He  exclaimeth  suddenly,  and 
boasteth  of  his  Purity— He  retnmetii  sweetly  to  the  unknoMm  Lanreat,  asketli 
hhn  pertinent  Questioosi  and  informetii  him  wM  a  Lureat  should  resemble. 

PART  n. 

ITie  Poet  leeleth  a  most  uncommon  Metamorphose— breaketii  oat  into  a  kind  of 
Poetical  Defirium— talketfa  of  Courtft^brwofjoa,  the  Arts  and  Sciences;  and 
seemeth  to  continue  mad  to  the  End  of  the  Chapter. 


ADVICE 


TO 


THE  FUTURE  LAUREAT. 


Who  shall  resume  Saint  James  s  fife, 
And  call  ideal  Virtues  into  life  ? 
On  tiptoe  gaping,  lo!  I  stand, 
To  see  the  future  Laureat  of  the  land. 

Dread  Rivals,  splashing  through  the  dirty  road, 
With  thundering  Specimens  of  Ode ; 
The  Lyric  bundles  on  each  Poet^s  back. 
Intent  to  gain  the  Stipend  and  the  Sack ; 
See  Mason,  Hayley,  to  the  Palace  scamper. 
Like  Porters  sweating  underneath  a  hamper ! 
And  see  the  Hacks  of  Nichols'  Magazine 
Rush  loyal  to  berhyme  a  King  and  Queen ; 
And^see,  full  speed,  to  get  the  tuneful  job. 
The  Bellman's  heart,  with  hopes  of  victory j  throb ! 

O  thou,  whatever  thy  name,  thy  trade,  thy  art, 
Who  from  obscurity  art  doom'd  to  start ; 
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Call'd,  by  the  Royal  mandate,  to  proclaim 
To  distant  Realms  a  yiovasch* s  feebU  fame 
(For  fame  of  Kings,  like  Qrif^qs  in  the  Gout, 
Demands  a  crutch  to  move  about)  ; — 

Whoe'er  thou  Art,  that  wimi'^t  ^  eqvied  Fiw^ 
6h,  if  for  Royal  Smile  thy  bosom  sighs. 
Of  Pig-economy  exalt  the  praise  ; 
Oh  Jlatter  Sheep  and  Bullocks  in  thy  lays ; 
To  saving-wisdom  boldly  strike  the  atrings^ 
And  justify  the  grazier-trade  in  kings. 

Descant  on  Ducks  and  Geese,  and  Cocks  and  HeDB» 
Hay-stacks  and  Dninea,  Covr-houses  and  ptoa : 
Descant  on  Dung-bills,  every  sort  of  Kine; 
And  in  the  pretty  article  of  Swioe, 

Inform  us^  i^iathout  losa,  to  twig  \ 

The  stomach  of  ^  feeding  Caif,  pr  Cqw  ; 
And  tell  us,  ecppomic,  bpw 
To  steal  a  dinner  from  a  fattening  Pig ; 
And,  Bard,  to  make  us  still  mor^  blest,  d^darQ 
How  Hogs  and  Bullocks  m^iy  grow  Jiu  op  <rir. 

Sing  how  the  King  of  Naples  sells  his  Fish, 
And  from  his  atoniach  cribs  tb«  dMotJest  4i9b ; .  . 
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Sing,  to  hit  suhjecta  how  he  sells  his  Game, 
So  fierce  for  dyir^  rich  the  Monarch's  flame : 

Sing  of  th'  economy  of  German  Quality ; 

£mperorS|  Electors,  dead  to  hospitality; 

Margraves,  and  miserable  Dukes, 

Who  squeeze  their  subjects,  and  who  starve  their  cooks : — 

Such  be  the  burthen  of  thy  Birth-day  Song, 

And,  lo !  our  Court  will  listen  all  day  long. 

Tom  proved  unequal  to  the  Laureates  place ; 
He  warbled  with  an  Attic  grace : 
The  language  was  not  understood  at  Court, 
Where  bow  and  curtsey,  grin  and  shrug,  resort ; 
Sorrow  for  sickness,  joy  for  health,  so  civil  ; 
And  UroCy  that  wish'd  each  other  at  the  devil. 

Tom  was  a  scholar^  luckless  wight ! 

Lodg'd  with  old  manners  in  a  musty  College : 
He  knew  not  that  a  Palace  hated  knowle4ge, 

And  deem*d  it  pedantry  to  spell  and  write. 

Tom  heard  of  Royal  Libraries  indeed, 

And  y/e^kXy  fancied  that  the  Books  were  read: — 

He  knew  not  that  an  author's  sense 

Was,  at  a  Palace,  not  worth  finding ; 
That  what  to  notice  gave  a  Book  pretence. 

Was  solely  p^>er,  print,  and  binding. 
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Some  folks  had  never  knowOy  with  all  tfadr  wit^ 
Old  Pindar's  name,  nor  oocupatkm. 

Had  not  /  started  fiHth  (a  lucky  hit). 
And  pracat  myself  the  Theban  Bard  s  relation. 


The  Names  of  Drummond,  Boldero,  and  Hoare, 
Thou^  strangers  to  Apollo's  tuneful  ear, 

Are  discords  that  the  Palace-folks  adore ; 
Sweet  as  Sincerity,  as  Honour  dear. 

The  name  of  Homer,  none  are  found  to  know  it. 

So  much  the  Banker  soars  beyond  the  Poet; 

For  Courts  prefer,  so  classically  weak, 

A  Guinea's  music  to  the  noise  of  Greek : 

M^fif  auh  6ia»  empty  sounds. 

How  mean  to  "  Pay  the  Bearer  Fifty  Pounds  !''- 

Angels,  and  Ministers  of  Grace,  what  s  here  ? 
See  suppliant  Salisbury  to  the  Bard  appear ! 
He  si^;  upon  his  knuckles  he  is  down  : 
His  Lordship  begs  I'll  take  the  Poet's  Crown. 

A  vaunt,  my  Lord!  Solicitation,  fly ! 
ril  not  be  Zany  to  a  King,  not  I : 
ni  be  no  Monarch's  humble  Thrush, 
To  whistle  firom  the  Laurel-bush ; 
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Or  rather  a  tame  Owl,  to  hoot 
Whene'er  it  shall  my  Masters  suit.        ^ 

I  have  no  flatteries  cut  and  dried ;  no  varnish 

For  Royal  qualities,  so  apt  to  tarnish, 

Exposed  a  little  to  the  biting  air: 

I  ve  got  a  Soul,  and  so  no  lies  to  spare. 

Besides,  too  proud  to  sing  for  Hire, 

I  scorn  to  touch  a  venal  Lyre. 

Avaunt,  ye  Sceptred  V  ulgar,  purpled,  ermin'd ! 
The  Muse  shall  make  no  mummieSy  I'm  determin'd. 
World,  call  her  Prostitute,  Bawd,  dirty  Bitch, 
If  meanly  once  she  deals  in  Spice  and  Pitch ; 
And  saves  a  Carcase,  by  its  Lyric  Balm, 
So  putridy  which  the  vei'y  Worms  must  damn. 


VOL.   n.  25 
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PART  II. 

Ou !  were  I  Monarch  of  this  mighty  Isle, 
By  Verse  unvamish'd  should  my  merits  smfle. 
The  real  Virtues  dare  themsdoes  display, 
And  need  no  Pedestal  to  show  away  : 
Each  from  herself  her  own  importance  draws. 
And  scorns  a  chattering  Poet's  mock-applause. 

Obliged  not  to  one  Poet's  Rhym^ 
Important,  down  the  stream  of  time, 

Proud  let  me  sail,  or  not  at  all : 
Too  proud  for  Verse  to  take  in  tow  my  Name ; 
Just  like  the  Victory,  or  Fame  *, 

That  by  its  painter  drags  the  Gig  or  Yawl. — 


Low  at  my  feet  the  Spaniel  Courtiers  cower ; 
Curl,  wheedle,  whine,  paw,  lick  my  shoe,  for  power 
Prepared  for  every  insult,  servile  train, 
To  take  a  kicking,  and  to  fawn  again. 

Off,  Pitt  and  Grenville !  You  are  not  yet  Men : 
Go,  Children,  to  your  leading-strings  agen ; 


•  Shtptortheloe. 
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Make  not  a  Hobby-horse  oi  this  fair  Isle  : — 
Vet,  were  no  danger  in  the  childish  sway^ 
A  Kingdom  might  permit  a  Baby's  play, 

And  at  its  weaknesses  indulge  a  smile. 
Off  then !  Once  more  upon  your  letters  look  : 
Go,  find  of  Politics  the  lost  Horn-book. 

Off  with  Excise,  your  Imp  with  lengthen'd  claws. 
And  fangs  deep-rooted  in  his  Hydra-jaws  : 
That  monster,  damping  Fi'eedom's  sacred  joys ; 
Fed  by  your  hands,  ye  pair  of  foolish  Boys  ! 

My  Soul,  to  Freedom  wedded.  Freedom  loves ; 
Then  blast  me,  lightnings,  when,  so  coldly  cruel, 
I  to  Pomatum  sacrifice  the  jewel, 

Rouge,  Pigtail,  and  a  Pair  of  Gloves. 

Off,  Jenkinson !  Some  Demon  did  create  thee  : 
Oh,  form'd  to  fiiwn,  to  kneel,  to  lie,  to  flatter ! 

'^  Perdition  catch  my  soul,  but  I  do  hate  thee ; 
And,  when  I  hate  thee  not,*'  I  war  with  Nature. 

Such  Reptiles  dare  not  'midst  my  Radiance  sport : 

Cursed  be  such  Snakes  that  crawl  about  a  Court. 

Disgrace  not,  simpering  sycophants,  my  Throne. 
Edgecumb,  and  pigmy  Valletort,  begone ! — 
Brudenell,  thou  stinkest ;  weasel,  polecat,  fly  I 
Thy  manners  shock,  thy  form  offends  my  eye. 

z2 
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As  for  thy  principles,  they're  gone  long  since ; 
Lost  when  a  poor  deserter  from  thy  Prince. 

Richmond,  avaunt !  thou'rt  cowardly  and  mean ; 
Thy  soul  is  sable,  and  thy  hands  unclean. — 
Yet  to  minutiae  to  descend,  what  need  ? 
Enough,  that  thou  art  one  of  Charles's  Breed. 

Out  with  that  Salisbury !  Dundas,  avaunt ! 

Off,  water-gruel  Westmoreland,  and  Leeds! 
You  verily  are  not  the  men  /  want : 

My  bounty  no  such  folly  feeds. 

Off,  Harcourt!  who  wouldst  starve  my  Kine; 
Or  make  them,  poor  lean  devils,  dine 

On  vile  Horse-chesnuts  ('tis  a  cursed  meal)| 
Instead  of  Turnips,  Com,  and  Hay : 
Thou  shalt  not,  by  this  avaricious  way, 

Into  my  Royal  favour  steal. 

Off,  Uxbridge !  Leeds  too,  once  more  get  along ! 
You  shall  not  be  Lord-presidents  of  Song ; 

You  throw  poor  Saint  Cecilia  into  fits : 
You Ve  ears,  but  verily  they  do  not  hear ; 
Just  as  you've  tongues  that  cannot  speak,  I  fear ; 

And  Brains  that  want  their  complement  of  Wits. 
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Off,  Walsingham !  Thou  putt'st  me  in  a  sweat : 
J  hate  a  Jack-in-office  Martinet, 
For  ever  something  most  important  brewing ; 
For  ever  busy,  busy,  nothing  doing : 

Thou  plague  of  Post-office,  the  teaser,  fretter, 
Informing  clerks  the  way  to  seal  a  letter : 
Who,  full  of  wisdom,  hold'st  thyself  the  broom^ 
Instructing  Susan  how  to  sweep  the  room ; 

The  letter-man,  to  hold  his  bag ; 
The  mail-guard  (sunk  in  ignorance  forlorn), 
To  load  his  blunderbuss,  and  blow  his  horn : — 

Off,  off,  of  consequence  thou  rag ! 
Go  to  the  fields,  and  gain  a  Nation's  thanks : 
Catch  grasshoppers  and  butterflies  for  Banks. 

I  want  not  fellows  that  can  oiJy  prate : 
I  want  no  Whirligigs  of  State ; 
No  Jack-a-lantems,  imitating  fire, 
Skipping,  and  leading  men  into  the  mire. 

Thou  servile  copyist,  West,  begone ! 
With  nought  worth  saving  of  thy  own. 

Phyllis  and  Chloe,  dancing  dogs, 
Pinetti,  and  the  fortune-telling  Hogs, 
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Toymen,  and  Conjurors,  from  my  pitaence  fly: 
/  have  no  children  to  amuse,  not  I. 

Off  Schwellenberg !  thou  lean,  old,  wicked  Cat; 

Restless  and  spitting,  biting,  mewing,  tnean. 
Thou  shalt  not  in  my  chimney-comer  squat ; 

Thou  shalt  not,  Haridan,  be  Queen  : 
Off  to  thy  country,  by  the  map  forgot, 
Where  Tyranny  and  Famine  curse  the  spot : — 

Yet  empty  first  thy  bags  of  plundered  g^dn, 

Wages  of  vile  political  pollution ; 
Then  vanish,  thou  old  Fistula !  a  Drain 

Enervating  our  glorious  Constitution. 

Off,  Hastings'  Wife !  thy  diamonds  bode  no  good : 
They  shall  not  taint  us  ;  lo,  they  smell  ci  bk)od ! 

Off,  off,  old  Gilbert's  spawn,  now  Edgecumb's  Fury, 
In  manners  coarser  than  the  Dames  of  Drury ! 

Oh  form'd  for  Ugliness  itself  a  Foil ! 
Sprung  from  the  Church,  the  World  might  well  suppose 
Thy  blood  with  some  few  drops  of  Meekness  flows : — 

No,  Vitriol ;  not  one  particle  of  Oil, 

ril  have  no  Laureat :  sacred  be  the  Ode ; 

Unsullied  let  its  torrent  roll. 
Few  merits  mine,  the  Muse's  wing  to  load ; 

Small  grace  of  form,  and  no  sublime  of  soul : 
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And  yety  whatever  the  merits  that  are  mine, 
By  Verse  unvamish'd  shall  they  shine. 

Have  niggard  Nature,  and  my  Stars  unkind, 
Of  sense  and  virtues  stript  my  desert  mind ; 
My  name  let  Silence,  with  her  veil,  invade, 
And  cold  Oblivion  pour  th'  eternal  shade. 

Away,  the  little  snivelling  spirit ! 
Away,  the  hate  of  rising  merit ! 

Thy  heavenward  wing,  aspiring  Genius,  wave : 
I  will  not,  levelling  with  a  jaundiced  eye. 
The  secret  blunderbus  let  fly. 

To  give  thee,  O  thou  Royal  Bird !  a  grave. 

I'll  have  no  Poet-persecution ;  no : 
Proud  of  its  liberty,  the  Verse  shall  flow ; 

The  mouth  of  Pegasus  shall  feel  no  curb. 
If,  idly  wanton.  Poets  tax  me  wrong. 
Theirs  is  the  Infamy,  for  theirs  the  Song ; 

Such  Blasts  shall  ne'er  my  soul's  deep  Calm  dbturb. 

But  should  fair  Truth  to  Satire  lend  an  edge. 

Bid  with  more  force  descend  her  thundering  sledge. 

My  justice  dares  not  break  that  Poet's  pipe ; 
And,  like  a  School-boy,  to  the  Tyger's  den 
Who  wanton  flings  a  Cat,  a  Cock,  or  Hen, 

I  will  not  give  him  to  Macdonald's*  gripe. 

•  The  Attiney-gcBcral. 
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Wise  let  me  hush  of  Prejudice  the  storm ; 

Disarm  him  for  the  future,  and  reform :  — 
Yes ;  *stead  of  giving  him  a  law-jobation, 

Revenge  the  blow  by  Reformation. 

To  Teos,  which  of  yore  was  reckoned  far, 
Hipparchus  really  sent  a  man  of  war, 
To  bring  Anacreon,  honeyed  Bard,  to  Court ; 
So  Plato  says,  a  man  of  good  report. 

How  different  Monarchs  of  the  present  day ! 

From  modern  Kings  each  Bee-like  Minstrel  sculks ; 

Whose  love  would  clap  the  Bards  on  board  the  HulkS| 
Or  send  them  out  to  warble  at  Thieves'  Bay*, 

Come,  Science,  and  the  Arts,  around  me  bloom ; 

Thrice-welcome,  half  my  Empire  claim  ; 
The  eye  of  Genius  shall  not  wear  a  gloom, 

Nor  Boydell  dash  my  cheek  with  shame. 

Historians,  Poets,  Painters,  every  merit, 
Shall  feel  King  Peter's  fostering  spirit 

Yes,  Men  of  Genius,  be  my  Equals,  free : 
Imperious  consequence  you  shall  not  feel ; 

For  show  collected,  just  to  bend  the  knee. 

And  grace,  like  Slaves  of  yore,  a  chariot- wheel 

*  Cmmmiif  called  Botay  Bsy. 
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Avaunt,  the  parasitic  Dedication ; 

A  trap  to  catch  my  smile,  deceive  the  Nation, 

And  make  the  wide-mouth'd  Million  bless  my  name ! 
Ah  !  let  my  deeds  alone,  instead  of  lies^ 
Proclaim  me  open,  generous,  good,  and  wise ; 

Those  manly  Heralds  of  a  virtuous  Fame. 

Here,  from  your  hovels,  Sons  of  Science,  come; 
Oh,  haste!  and  call  King  Peter's  House  your  Home: 
Your  huts,  your  solitary  mountains,  quit. 
And  make  my  Court  a  Galaxy  of  Wit. 

Come,  Virtue ;  though  a  dungeon  hide  thy  fece 
(For  to  thy  lot  too  oft  misfortune  falls), 

Whose  Angel-form  from  Jails  can  blot  Disgrace, 
And  cast  a  sacred  splendour  o'er  the  walls. 

Thus  shall  our  moments  glide  on  golden  wings ; 

Thus  will  we  triumph  with  expanded  hearts ; 
At  times  be  merry  upon  thrifty  Kings, 

And  smile  at  Majesty  that  starves  the  Arts. 
Ambitious,  if  with  Wisdom  thus  we  wed, 
A  Farthing  shall  not  blush  to  bear  our  Head. 
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only  upon  his  descent  from  a  Scottish  King,  the  pene- 
trating Bruce  discovers  an  origin  from  King  Solomon 
and  the  Queen  of  Sheba :  which,  under  the  rose,  must 
be  estabUshing  a  bastardy  in  the  family;  as  the  Abys- 
flinian  Queen  could  be  nothing  more  than  Solomon's 
Concubine,  their  marriage  having  never  been  proved. 

Pray,  Sir,  what  may  his  Majesty  intend  to  do  with 
your  invaluable  Drawings,  &c.  &c.  ?  Are  they  to  be 
engraved,  pro  bono  publico^  at  the  expense  of  the  Royal 
Purse;  or  kept  cautiotisly  locked  up  in  a  drawer  at 
Buckingham-house,  to  induce  the  Dilettanti  to  sigh  for 
the  publication?  Possibly  they  are  destined  to  be  a 
posthumous  work  of  the  Greatest  of  Kings ;  but  not, 
like  posthumous  works  in  general,  to  disgrace  the  dead. 


I  am,  illustrious  Sir, 


P.P. 
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Sweet  is  the  Tale,  however  strange  its  air, 

That  bids  the  public  eye  astonied  stare. 

Sweet  is  the  Tale,  howe'er  uncouth  its  shape, 

That  makes  the  World's  wide  mouth  with  Wonder  gape. 

Behold  our  infancies  in  Tales  delight. 

That  bolt  like  Hedgehog-quills  the  Hair  upright ! 

Of  Ghosts  how  pleased  is  every  child  to  hear ! 

To  such  is  Jack  the  Giant-killer  dear. 

Dread  Monsters,  issuing  from  the  flame  or  flood, 
Charm,  though  with  horror  clothed  they  chill  the  blood. 
What  makes  a  Tale  so  sleepy,  languid,  dull  ? 
Things  as  they  happened ;  not  of  Marvel  full. 
What  gives  a  zest,  and  keeps  alive  attention  ? 
A  Tale  that  wears  the  visage  of  Invention : 
A  Tale  of  Dons,  Spectres,  Shipwreck,  Thunder ; 
A  Wonder,  or  first-cousin  to  a  Wonder. 
Mysterious  conduct !  yet  'tis  Nature's  plan, 
To  sow  with  Wonder's  seeds  the  soul  of  man ; 
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That  every  n  bere  in  ;weet  prt>!a5k>n  rUe. 

Aod  sprout  hivoridDt  icrouah  tbe  mouth  and  eves. 

M'hat  to  "tbe  vaitv  deep"  Sir  Jo?<ph  ja*-€*; 
A;  of  tiiC  World,  the  sport  of  Wbd  and  ^'artr 
What  bade  toe  Kci^ht.  amii  tho^e  scene;  reaiote. 
Sleep  i^ith  Q-Jt^a  Obo:ta  b  the  boat' 
WhaL  uacoiiKK-nJed,  leap  to  Nev. ton's  Chaii  ? — 
What,  I -!  lo  make  a  ^^'o^Id  with  icnJrt-  --tare  - 

What  bids  a  Kiitz  on  Wjmbkiion.  Blackheaih, 
So  on  rejoice  the  Redmenis  of  Death : 
While  Brit^iin';  mizhder  Bulwark  sUgLted  lies. 
And  vainly  croaninj  for  its  Cesar  sighs  • 
Wfca:.  wi'Ji  iTie  vui^r  Pi;s  of  Ascci  taten, 
Dero'^r  CTi  .\scoi  Hcit}.  Lis  ani^-ja!  Eac\rJ+7 
Wcai  hade  that  frca.'.  ~rtut  Man.  a  goodiv  sigiiL 
Watch  his  Wii'e's  D;ia:c:;ii  Peitlcoai  all  night: 
And  n:^!  i:.^i  Wiif  ci  rrt*:.-.  i-.-tj;.  ^nct  rcoown. 
Make  her  out*  Cips.  iir.d  darn  a  thrvadUire-  Cowd* 
What  ledc  t -t  channin;  Ladv  Man-;  dv 
MarciRsi  s  S'iii«;i-  lor  Pacchierotti's  sighr 

«k»t  Ron:  Sic«i>ck>  ■r,-±  dv  or 
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What  Master  Edgecumb  dc^in  rfaymiog*ware?-— 
What,  but  to  put  all  Cawsand*  in  a  stare? 
Sweet  Child  of  Verse,  who,  with  importance  big, 
Pleased  its  own  self,  and  eternized  a  Pigt; 
While,  mad  an  equal  weight  of  praise  to  share. 
Old  Mount  plays  Punchinello  to  a  hair. 

What  makes  a  Girl  the  shops  for  Novels  rove  ? 
The  sweet  impossibilities  of  love : 
Quixotic  deeds  to  catch  the  6ying  Fair ; 
To  pant  at  dangers,  and  at  marvels  stare. — 
What  prompteth  Chloe,  conscious  of  the  charms 
That  crowd  the  souls  of  Swains  with  wild  alarms » 
To  give  the  swelling  Bosom's  milk-white  skin 
A  Veil  of  gauze  so  marvellously  thin  ? 
What,  but  a  kind  intention  of  the  Fair 
To  treat  the  eyes  of  Shepherds  with  c^  stare  f 

Behold !  Religion's  self,  celestial  Dame, 
Founds  on  the  rock  of  Miracle  her  iiEune : 

•  A  nnn  fiiUng-towD  near  Mount  Edifccmnb. 

tTUiPif,  Cepid»whoniMiyye>rt«go/rflfal<wgwidi4ii»Kiri»h|»aMe«i 
«Miit  ereetad  to  his  neaioiyj  with  an  IntoriptioD  on  it  by  Lotd  VaUelorty  the 
Enit^  Son.— It  it  Mid  tint  Ui  Ifi^itty ,  when  at  Monnl  Edfoemnb,  hnppcninf 
to  be  granrelj  pooderinf  near  hie  Oisfe,  the  Queen,  who  wat  at  some  dittance, 
MJrrd  him,  wtat  be  wulooldng  at  to  ■erionily.  Hit  Mnjerty,  with  a  great  deal 
eT  homoar.  immedialaiy  replied,  ^  Tbe  /nwffy  eaalf,  Chariy ;  fiBnOy-vanlt, 
ftnily-fanlt'' 

2a2 
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A  hiM;rf:ij  buildiog,  that  de£ie6  liecsv, 
Tliut  Siij'b  wild  Waivet)  can  never  wush 


WlvdX  iriade  John  Holle,  except  far  Exods 
DriJl'berjfisuit  to  ttie  AJdenneo  aiMl  llayV  ; 
Krc  from  tlie  Hail  iie  led  hk  cboseo  Bands, 
To  view  the  Kiiig  of  Nations,  and  kiai 

J  low  rarcf ly  Man  tltc  liaunts  of  Wisdom 
IM«'aiM.xl  witii  tiie  life  of  Cabbages  and 
Thou{;)i  fonn'cJ  to  plough  tiic  soil,  divinely 
Tin  Famine  gcnulii  him,  like  an  Ox^  along. 
Hut  lirniT,,  on  (/iiriohity^A  wild  wings, 
DurtA,  lUwk'like,  where  the  Game  of  Marvd 


f  >r  f  Knvy  kindle  with  the  blush  of  Shame, 
I  hill  <l(iM(i  lo  mil  xUrvj  Ilruce,  a  thief  of  fame. 


M<i|««<>  Mti»M  «•*  I' *•<!»,  |»t<%iiiM  cMi  him  to  take  a  deal 

IUnmm  «»M  mi'II'  1*1  l»»  iiiiitMlurMi  at  tbr  Levee:  Iwt  i 

I»II«'iIimI  |Mmi>»a  f  Willi  li,  Ilka  III*  rntiMtrraU  are  of 

marh  ilUiMilrr  Im|»|hhi*iI  \  IimIi  m|  ilir  lie*!  of  Kwf^ 

nearly  ii%riliitiii*«l.    MiMiy  wrip  ihi*  (ImtlrMra  tiMit  Mr.'RdkvM 

pkce  bimarlf  hrhiiMl,  In  |»iil|  i|i»«in  |irn|irrly  o«  iMr  ksMt;  laiaHy  «« 

Gentletara  be  won  olfllfnl  In  raa  allrf  aiwl  naka  Skc  to  the  ri^abaat, 

ancourteooiiy,  tlMNHcli  aitwHtMilf ,  In  qalttinf  tlw  PrCMMe,  kai 

oopoliihed  laOi  oo  Majetty. 
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Pleased  to  thy  wander's  vortex  to  be  drawn, 
A  thousand  volumes  could  not  make  me  yawn ; 
And  (oh !  accept  a  salutary  hint), 
The  World  will  read  as  fast  as  thou  canst  print. 

CursM  by  the  Goose's  and  the  Critic's  qiiill, 
What  tortures  tear  us,  and  what  horrors  thrill  1 
Thus  that  small  imp,  a  Tooth,  a  simple  bone. 
Can  make  fair  Ladies  and  great  Heroes  groan ; 
Tear  hopeless  Virgins  from  their  happy  dream, 
And  bid  for  Doctors  'stead  of  Sweethearts  scream; 
In  tears  the  tender-tossing  Infant  steep, 
And  from  its  eye-lids  brush  the  dews  of  sleep ; 
Where,  with  a  cheek  in  Cherub  blushes  drest, 
It  seeks,  with  fruitless  cries,  its  vanish'd  rest—- 
Far  diffefent,  thou,  erect  in  conscious  pride. 
Colossal  darest  the  Critic  Host  bestride ; 
Like  yelping  cowlu'd  Curs  canst  make  them  skip. 
And  tremble  at  the  thunder  of  thy  whip. 

How  hard  that  thou,  a  busy  working  Bee, 

w 

Shouldst  range  from  flower  to  flower,  fix)m  tree  to  tree; 
Fly  loaded  home  from  Shhibs  of  richest  prime, 
Egyptian,  Nubian,  Abyssinian  Thyme ; 
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And  plundering  Drones  upon  thine  Honey  thrive^ 
Who  never  gave  an  atom  to  the  Hive  !* 

Hugd  Whale  of  Marvel-bonters,  further  say^ 
And  glad  the  present  and  the  future  day ; 
Speak,  did  no  Angd,  proud  to  intervene^ 
Bear  thee,  like  Habakkuk,  from  scene  to  scette? 

Lo !  .inooft'^^  Wonder  oipeB  her  lap  to  thee : 
How  mggardly  alas,  to  luckless  mef 
Where'er  through  trackless  woods  tiiy  AidHer  wmj 
Marveb,  like  Dew<»drops,  beam  on  ever^  spray. 
Blest  maol  whatever  thou  wiiAer/ to  behold. 
Nature  as  stroo|^y  wisku  to  uiifidd; 
Of  all  her  Waidrobe  ofers  every  Ra^ 
Of  which  thy  akiU  halh  farmed  a  Conjimir^s  Bkg. 
Thy  deeds  are  Giania,  oovering  ours  widi  afaame 
Pdor  naated  Pigmies^  Sheletans  of  fane. 
To  Ihrc  how  kmUy  halh  thy  Gcnba  gben 
IV  nvii»>Y  Kr\^  of  yoiider  slar«dad  HeavcD; 
WUh  kHiM\  whcMer  thoo  widiHl  to  mimk  k, 
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Nature,  where'er  thou  tread'sti  exalts  her  form : 
The  whispering  Zephyr  swells  a  howling  Storm ; 
Where  Pebbles  lay,  and  Rivulets  purl'd  before, 
Huge  Promontories  rise,  and  Oceans  roar. 

Thrice-envied  man  (if  truth  each  volume  sings) ; 
Thy  life  how  happy,  hand  and  glove  with  Kings  !— 
A  simple  Swain,  a  stranger  to  a  Throne, 
/  ne'er  sat  down  with  Kings  to  pick  a  bone : 
For  smiles  /  gaped  not,  crouch'd  not  for  assistance ; 
But  paid  my  salutations  at  a  distance : 
Yet  live,  O  Kings !  to  see  a  distant  date, 
Because  Fve  got  a  pretty  good  estate ; 
A  comely  spot  near  Helicon,  that  thrives 
(A  Leasehold  though^  that  hangs  upon  jfour  Lives), 
Set  to  George  Keatflley  at  H  moderate  rent ; 
Enough  for  me,  poor  swain,  it  brings  content. 
Were  Heaven  to  place  a  Crown  upon  my  head, 
So  meek,  so  modesty  I  should^in/  with  dread ; 
And  like  sdme-.hooest  Bishop,  with  a  sigh, 
**  Pity  my  greatness.  Lord  T  would  be  my  cry. 

Poets,  like  Spiders^  now-ardays  must  spin, 
£ven  iirorn  themsehoes^  the  threads  of  life  so  thin. 
Nought  plcbseth  ^ow  the  Rulers  of  great  NationS| 
But  Books  of  Wonders  m^  sw^eet  Dedicattoos. 
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Kings,  like  the  Mountains  of  the  Moon,  indeed. 

Proud  of  their  stature,  lift  a  lofty  head ; 

Heads,  like  the  Mountain's  also,  cold  and  ma^ 

That,  ice-enveloped,  seldom  feel  a  thaw. 

Oh  may  the  worst  of  ills  my  soul  betide, 

For  me  if  ever  lovesick  Lady  died ! 

If  fatal  darts  from  these  two  Eyes  of  mine, 

Play 'd  havoc  with  fair  Ladies'  Hearts,  like  thine  I 

No,  no :  I  ever  a  hard  bargain  drove, 

And  purchased  every  atom  of  my  love. 

O  Bruce !  I  own,  all  candour,  that  I  look 
With  envy,  downright  envy,  on  thy  Book ; 
A  book  like  Psalmanazar's,  form'd  to  last, 
That  gives  th'  historic  eye  a  sweet  repast ; 
A  Book  like  Mandeville's,  that  yields  delist, 
And  puts  poor  Probability  to  flight ; 
A  Book  that  e'en  Pontoppidan  would  own ; 
A  Book  most  humbly  offer'd  to  the  Tlmxie ; 
A  Book,  how  happy !  which  the  King  of  Isles 
Admires  (says  Rumour),  and  received  with  smiles. 

The  fool,  with  equal  g^pe,  astonish'd  sees, 
Through  Wonder's  glasses.  Elephants  and  Fleas ; 
But  thou,  in  Wonder's  school  long  bred,  full-grown. 
Art  pleased  indeed  with  Elephants  akme : 
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Hadst  thou  been  God,  an  insult  to  thy  sight. 
Thy  Majesty  had  scorrid  to  make  a  Mite. 

Know,  where  th'  Atlantic  holds  th'  unwieldy  Whale, 
My  heart  has  panted  at  the  Monster's  tail : — 
Had  Bruce  h&^n  there,  th'  invincible,  the  brwoe^ 
How  had  he  dash*d  at  once  beneath  the  wave. 
Bold  with  his  dirk  the  mighty  Fish  pursued. 
And  stain'd  whole  leagues  of  ocean  with  his  blood ; 
Then  rising  glorious  from  the  great  attack, 
Graced  with  the  watry  Tyrant  on  his  back  ! 

'Mid  those  fair  isles,  the  Happy  Isles  of  old*, 
Plains  that  the  ghosts  of  Kings  and  Chiefs  patrol'd, 
These  eyes  have  seen ;  but,  let  me  truth  confess. 
No  Royal  Spectre  came,  these  eyes  to  bless : 
To  no  one  Chieftain-phantom  too,  I  vow. 
With  reverence  did  I  ever  make  my  bow ; 
Gone  to  make  room  (poor  Ghosts !),  so  Fate  inclines, 
For  gangs  of  lazy  Spaniards  and  their  vines. — 
But  had  thy  foot,  illustrious  Traveller,  trod, 
Like  me,  the  precincts  of  th'  Elysian  sod ; 
Full  of  inquiry,  easy,  unconfounded, 
By  Spectres  hadst  thou  quickly  been  surrounded : 

•  TlMCtaBriei,ortlitteHl«F«ffiffMr«oftlieaiideBU. 
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Then  bad  we  heard  thy  Book  of  Wcxider  boast, 
Ho^  Bruce  the  Brave  shook  hands  with  every  Ghost 

In  vain  did  /  phenomena  pursue ; 
For  Wonder  waits  upon  the  chosen  Jew. 
Whate  er  /  saw,  required  no  Witch's  Storm ; 
Slight  deeds,  that  Nature  could  with  ease  perform. 
Audacious,  to  purloin  my  flesh  and  fish, 
No  Golden  Eagles  hopp'd  into  my  dish ; 
Nor  Crocodiles,  by  love  of  knowledge  led, 
To  mark  my  figure,  left  their  oozy  bed ; 
Nor  loaded  Camels,  to  provoke  my  stare, 
Sublimely  whirFd,  like  Straws,  amid  the  air ; 
Nor,  happy  in  a  stomach  form'd  of  steel. 
On  roaring  Lions  have  I  made  a  meal. 
Unequal  mine  with  Lions'  Bones  to  cope ; 
Thy  jaws  can  only  on  such  viands  ope. 

Oh !  hadst  thou  trod,  like  me,  the  happy  isle 
Whose  Mountain  treats  all  Mountains  with  a  smile  ;^ 
Bold  hadst  thou  climb'd  th'  ascent,  an  easy  matter, 
And,  nobly  daring,  sous'd  into  the  crater; 
Then  out  again  hadst  vaulted  with  a  hop. 
Quick  as  a  Sweeper  from  a  Chimtiey-topt 
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Oh  had  thy  curioas  eye  beheld,  like  mme, 
The  isle  which  glads  the  heart  with  richest  wine* ! — 
Beneath  its  vines,  with  common  clusters  crown'd, 
At  eve  my  wandering  steps  a  passage  found, 
Where  rose  the  hut,  and,  neither  rich  nor  poor, 
The  Wife  and  Husband,  seated  at  the  door, 
Touch'd,  when  the  labours  of  the  day  were  done. 
The  wire  of  music  to  the  setting  Sun ; 
Where,  blest,  a  tender  offspring,  ranged  around, 
Join'd  their  small  voices  to  the  silver  sound. 
But  had  thine  eyes  this  simple  scene  explored. 
The  Man  at  once  had  sprung  a  sceptred  Lord ; 
Princes  and  Princesses,  the  beams  had  been ; 
The  Hut  a  Palace,  and  the  Wife  a  Queen ; 
Their  golden  Harps  had  ravish'd  thy  two  ears, 
And  beggar'd  all  the  Music  of  the  Spheres  t-^ 
So  kind  is  Nature  alwayis  pleased  to  be, 
When  visited  by  Favourites  like  thee^ 
Strange !  thou  hast  seen  the  land  that,  to  its  shame, 
Ne'er  heard  our  good  King's  Virtues,  nor  his  Name] 
I've  only  Jeeii  those  regions,  let  me  say, 
Where  his  great  mttues  never  found  their  way. 

Alas ! '  I  riiever  met  with  Royal  Scenes ; 
No  Vomits  gave  io  Abyssinian  Queens ; 

•Bladein. 
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Drew  not  from  Royal  Arms  the  purple  tide, 

Nor  scotched  with  fleams  a  sceptred  Lady's  hide; 

Nor,  in  anatomy  so  very  stout, 

Ventured  to  turn  a  Princess  inside  out ; 

Nor  blushing  stripp'd  me  to  the  very  skin, 

To  give  a  Royal  Blackamoor  a  grin. 

I  never  saw  (with  ignorance  I  own) 

Mule-mounted  Monarchs  seek  th'  Imperial  Throne ; — 

Which  Mule  the  carpet  spoil'd  (a  dirty  beast !) ; 

First  staled,  then  what  ?  oblivion  cloud  the  rest 

I  saw  no  King  whose  subjects  form'd  a  fiotf 

And  Imp-like  hawfd  around  him  for  his  quiet : 

Nor  have  I  been  where  men  (what  loss,  alas !) 

Kill  halfs.  Cow,  and  turn  the  rest  to  grass. 

Where'er,  great  Traveller,  thou  art  pleased  to  tread. 
The  teeming  Skies  rain  Wonders  on  thy  head : 
No  common  birth  to  greet  thine  eye  appears, 
But  sacred  labours  of  a  thousand  years. 
Where'er  the  Nile  shall  pour  the  smallest  sluice, 
The  Rills  shall  curl  mto  the  Name  of  BRUCE; 
And,  lo !  a  Universe  his  praise  shall  utter 
Who,  first  of  mortals,  found  the  Parent-gutter 
(And,  let  me  add,  of  Gutters  too  the  QueenX 
Without  whose  womb  the  Nile  had  never  been.— 
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Thus  many  a  man  whose  deeds  have  made  a  pother, 
Has  had  a  scurvy  Father  or  a  Mother. 

O  formed  in  art  and  science  to  surpass ; 
To  whom  e*en  Valour  is  an  arrant  Ass ; 

0  Bruce,  most  surely  Travel's  eldest  Son ; 
Tell  prithee  all  that  thou  hast  seen  and  done  ! 

1  fear  thou  hidest  half  thy  feats,  unkind ; 
A  thousand  wonders,  ah !  remain  behind. 
Where  is  the  chariot-wheel  with  PharaoVs  namCy 
Fish'd  from  the  old  Red  Sea  to  swell  thy  fame  ? 
Where  the  horse-shoe  with  Pharaoh's  arms^  and  found 
Where  wicked  Pharaoh  and  his  Host  were  drown'd  ? 
Where  of  that  stone  a  sUce^  and  fresh  account. 
Given  by  the  Lord  to  Moses  on  the  Mount  f 

And  where  a  slice  of  that  stone's  elder  brother j 
That,  broken,  forced  th'  All- Wise  t'  engrave  another  ? 
Where  of  the  cradle  too  a  sacred  rush  ? 
Where  a  true  charcoal  of  the  burning  bush  f 
And  oh !  the  Jewel,  curibus  gem,  disclose, 
That  dangled  from  the  Queen  ofSheba's  nose. 
When,  with  hard  questions,  and  two  roguish  eyes, 
She  rode  to  puzzle  Solomon  the  Wise. 

Sagacious  Terrier  in  Discovery's  mine, 
Shall  Nature  form  no  more  a  noee  like  thine  ? 
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No  more  displayed  the  pearls  of  Wonder  beam, 

When  thou,  great  man,  art  past  the  Stygian  stream  ? 

To  Afric  wilt  thou  nevery  Bruce  return  ? 

Howly  Britain !  Europe,  Abyssinia,  mourn ! 

Droop  shall  Discovery*s  wing,  her  bosom  sigh, 

And  Marvel  meet  no  more  the  ravish'd  eye ; 

Nature  "  outstep  her  modesty**  no  more ; 

Her  Cataracts  of  Wonder  cease  to  roar. 

Forced  to  a  common  Kennel  to  subside. 

And  pour  no  longer  an  astounding  tide  ? 

Oh !  bid  not  yet  thy  lucky  labours  cease ; 

Still  let  the  Land  of  Wonder  feel  increase : 

Thy  loads  of  dung,  delightful  ordure,  yield, 

And  blossom  Y9i\h  fertility  the  field ; 

Gates,  hedges  mend,  that  ignorance  puUM  down, 

And  bring  in  triumph  back  each  kidnapped  town* 

Though  Envy  damns  thy  Volumes  of  Surprise, 
Blest  I  devour  them  with  unsated  eyes. 
What  though  sour  Johnson  cried,  with  cynic  sneer, 
"  I  deem'd  at  first  mdeed,  Bruce  had  been  there ; 
But  soon  the  eye  of  keen  investigation 
Proved  all  the  fellow's  Tale  a  Fabrication  ?** 
But  who,  alas !  on  Johnson  s  word  relies. 
Who  saw  the  too  kind  North  with  jaundiced  ^yes ; 
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Who  rode  to  Hawthornden's  fair  soene  by  nigbti 
For  fear  a  Scottish  Tree  mi^t  wound  hb  sight ; 
And,  bent  from  decent  candour  to  depart. 
Allowed  a  Scotchman  neither  Head  nor  Heart  ? 

Grant  Fiction,  halfttiy  Volumes  of  Surprise ; 
High  in  the  scale  of  merit  shalt  thou  rise : 
Still  to  Fame's  temple  dost  thou  boast  pretension ; 
For  thine  the  rara  avis  of  Invention. 
And,  lo !  amidst  thy  work  of  labouring  years, 
A  Dignity  of  Egotism  appears ; 
A  style  that  Classic  authors  should  pursue ; 
A  style  that  peerless  Katerfelto*  knew. 

Thou  dear  Man-mountain  of  Discovery,  run ; 
Jgain  attempt  an  Abyssinian  sun ! 
Yes,  go :  a  second  journey,  Bruce,  pursue ; 
More  Volumes  of  rich  History  bring  to  view. 
Oh  run,  ere  Time  the  spectred  tombi  invade, 
And  seize  the  crumbling  Wonders  from  the  shade ; 
Crowd  with  fair  Columns,  struck  by  Time,  thy  page, 
And  snatch  the  falling  Grandeur  from  his  rage. 
Give  that  old  Time  a  vomit  too,  and  draw 

« 

More  of  Egyptian  Marvels  from  his  maw  : 


•  A  lite  midbniti  PMtofhBf  mi  Omjom. 
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Bid  him  disgorge  (by  moderns  called  a  hum)^ 
Scratch' d  by  ten  thousand  Travellers,  Memnoris  bum ; 
Andy  what  all  rarities  must  needs  surpass. 
The  taxl^  the  curious  tail,  of  BalaanCs  ass. 

Say,  what  should  stop,  O  Bruce  thy  grand  career ; 
Of  Fame  the  Favourite,  and  no  Child  of  Fear? 
Danger's  huge  form,  so  dread  to  vulgar  eyes. 
Pants  at  thy  presence,  and  a  Coward  flies. 
Where  other  Travellers,  fraught  with  terror,  roam, 
Lo!  Bruce  in  Wonder-land  is  quite  at  home: 
The  same  cool  eye  on  Nature's  forms  looks  down ; 
Lions  and  Rats,  the  Courtier  and  the  Clown. 
Whate'er  thine  action.  Wonder  crowds  the  tale : 
It  smells  of  Brobdignag ;  it  boasts  a  scale ! 
Fond  of  the  lofty,  Bruce  no  pigmy  loves  : 
Who  likes  a  Pigmy,  that  a  Giant  moves  ? 
Again,  what  Pigmy,  with  a  form  of  lath, 
Lost  in  his  shadow,  likes  the  Man  of  Gath  ? 
The  burly  Hostess,  for  a  Cart-horse  fit. 
Scorns  Daphne's  Reed-like  shape,  and  calls  her  cfut; 
While  on  the  rough  robustious  Lump  of  Nature, 
Contemptuous  Daphne  whispers,  "  What  a  creature !" 

Pity  pursuits  like  thine  should  feel  a  pause, 
More  than  half-smother'd  by  hir  Fame's  applause! 


TO  JAMES  BRUCE,  ESQ,  369 

I  see  thee  safe  retom'd  from  Marvers  mine^ 
Whose  gems  in  every  rock  so  precious  shine ; 
Proud  of  the  product  of  a  world  unknown, 
Unloading  all  thy  treasure  at  the  Throne  : 
While  Courtiers  cry  aloud  with  one  accord, 
"  Most  marvellous  is  the  reign  of  George  the  Third  f*-^ 
How  like  the  Butchers'  Boys  we  sometimes  meet, 
Stuck  round  with  Bladders,  in  a  London  street : 
In  full-blown  majesty  who  move,  and  drop 
The  bloated  burden  hi  an  Oilman  s  shop ; 
While  Country  Bumkins,  gazing  at  the  door, 
Cry  they  "  ne*er  zeed  zo  vine  a  zight  bevoreT 

I  see  old  Nile,  the  King  of  Floods,  arise, 
Shake  hands,  and  welcome  thee  with  happy  eyes ; 
Otters  and  Alligators  in  his  train, 
Made  by  thy  five  immortal  Volumes  vain; 
Weasels  and  Polecats,  Sheregrigs,  Carrion-Crows, 
Seen  and  smelt  only  by  thine  eyes  and  nose. 
"  Son  of  the  Arts,  and  Cousin  of  a  King, 
Loud  as  a  Kettle-drum  whose  Actions  ring," 
Exclaims  the  King  of  Floods,  "  thy  Books  IVe  read, 
And  for  thy  birth-place  envy  Brother  Tweed.'* 

O  Bruce,  by  Fame  for  ever,  to  be  sung; 
Job's  War*hor8e  fierce,  thy  neck  with,  thunder  hui%! 
VOL.  ir.  -  ...  a  B 
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When  envious  Death  shall  put  thee  in  his  staUe^ 
Snipped  life's  fine  Thread  that  should  have  been  a  CaUe; 
Lo !  to  thy  menx)ry  shall  the  marble  swells 
Mausoleum  huge,  and  all  thy  actions  tell. 
Here,  in  fair  sculpture,  the  recording  stones 
Shall  give  thee  glorious,  cracking  Lions'  Bones ; 
There,  which  the  squeamish  souls  of  Britain  shocks. 
Rich  Steaks  devouring  from  the  living  Ox  : 
Here,  staring  on  thee  from  the  realm  of  water. 
Full  many  a  Virtuoso  Alligator; 
There,  Bruce  informing  Queens,  in  naked  pride, 
The  Feel  and  Colour  of  a  Scotchman's  Hide : 
Here  of  the  Genealogy  a  Tree, 
Branching  from  Solomon's  wise  Trunk  to  thee ; 
There,  with  a  valour  nought  could  dare  withstand, 
Bruce  fighting  an  Hyena  hand  to  hand. 
Which  dread  Hyena  (what  a  beast  uncouth !) 
Fought  with  a  Pound  of  Candles  in  his  mouth : 
Here  Temples  bursting  glorious  on  the  view, 
Which  History,  though  a  Gossip,  never  knew; 
There  Columns  starting  from  the  earth  and  flood, 
Just  like  the  Razor-fish  from  sand  and  mud: 
Here  a  wise  Monarch,  with  voracious  looks, 
Receiving  all  thy  Drawings  and  thy  Books ; 
VnSk  Bu&e  bcfaind  hikn  all  so  sdemn  sings 
31ie  i^A^rv/ spirit  of  the  Best  of  Kings. 
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Man  says,  O  Bruce!  that  thou  vmA  hardly  osed ; 
That  our  great  King  at  first  thy  Book  refused ; 
Indeed  looked  grimly  \fiidst  his  Courtier  crew, 
Who,  gentle  Courtiers,  all  looked  grimly  too. — 
Thus  when  in  black  the  lofty  Sky  looks  down, 
The  sympathising  Sea  reflects  a  Prown ; 
Vale,  cattle,  reptile,  insect,  man,  and  maid, 
All  mope,  and  seem  to  sorrow  in  the  shade* 

Steep  is  th'  ascent,  and  narrow  is  the  road. 
Ah  me !  that  lead  to  Fame's  divine  abode ; 
Yet  thick  (throqglki  lanes  like  pilgimaffng  Bats^ 
Unawed  by  mortals,  and  unscared  by  oats), 
What  crawling.  Hosts  attempt  )^er  sacred  £uie, 
And  dizzy,  dnmk-like,  tumble  back  again; 
Fast  as  the  Swains  whose  arms  the  Damsels  fill 
(Embrace  of  elieganceX  ddwn  Gireenwich  Hill:— ^ 
While  thou,  Briar^Us  like,  wkh  dauntless  air, 
Resolved  to  ravish  Fame,  immortal  Faur, 
Just  like  our  London  Bullies  with  the  Wlioresi 
Hast  scaled  the  cloud-capt  height,  and  £m)ed  her  doors ! 

O  formed  the  Travellers  of  the  East  to  scare ! 
Although  thy  powers  are  mighty,  learn  to  spare. 
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Dog  should  not  prey  on  Dog,  the  proverb  says ; 
Allow  then  Brother-travellers  crtimi^  of  praise: 
Like  thc^y  let  others  reap  applause,  and  rise 
By  daring  visits  to  £gyptian  skies. 
But  calml^i  k) !  iIkmi  canst  not  see  them  pass; 
"  This  is  a  rogue  or  fool,  and  that*s  an  ass.** — 
Thus  on  a  tree,  whene'er  the  weather^s  fine. 
Jack  Ketch,  the  Spider,  weaves  the  fisLtal'  line : 
Beneath  a  leaf  he  hides  with  watchful  eye ; 
Now  darts,  and  looping  hangs  the  trccoeUing  Fly. 

Again,  most  tiresome  let  me  say :  "  Go,  go ; 
Proceed,  and  all  about  it  let  us  know : 
Led  safely  by  thine  enterprising  Star, 
Hyenas  shall  not  with  thy  journey  war. 
Uneat  by  Tigers,  dare  the  forest's  gloom, 
To  bid  the  barren  Field  of  Knowledge  bloom : 
Wave  o'er  new  Pyramids-  thine  eagle  wings ; 
And,  Hound-like,  sceniyr^^f A  Tombs  of  andeot  Kia' 
Which  Time  had  buried  with  the  mighty  dead. 
And  cold  Oblivion  swallowed  in  her  shade. — 
And  mind  ('tis  History's  province  to  turprise)^ 
Those  Tales  are  sweetest  that  sound  most  like  lies.^ 
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As  the  confessed  Superiority  of  Mr.  Bruce  to  Mr.  Boswell  en* 
titles  him  to  a  more  eminent  Mark  of  Distinction,  I  have 
added  an  Ode,  in  my  best  manner,  to  this  Complimentary 
Epistle ;  which  the  Congratulatoiy  Epistle  to  Mr.  Boswell  can- 
not  boast. 
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O  Bruce  !  for  this  his  short  and  sweet  Epistle, 
Thou  biddest  perhaps  the  gentle  Bard  "  go  whistle  ;** 

Or  somewhat  worse,   perchance,   that  rhymes  to 
knight : — 
That  is  to  say,  knights  of  the  Blade 
One  time  so  busy  in  the  dubbing-trade, 

That  like  to  Silver  it  was  shouldered  bright. 

Pity  by  hungry  Critics  thou  shouldst  fall. 

So  clever,  and  so  formed  to  please  us  all  1 

Again ;  by  Royal  favour  all  surrounded, 

A  balm  so  rich,  like  Cloves  and  Nutmegs  pounded !— • 

Thus  the  Bag-fox,  (how  cruelly,  alack !) 

Tum'd  out  with  Turpentine  upon  his  back, 
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Amidst  the  war  of  Hounds  and  Hunters  flies ; 
Shows  sport ;  but,  luckless,  by  his  Fragrance  dies. 

Safe  from  the  fiiry  of  the  Critic  Hounds, 
O  Bruce !  thou  treadest  Abyssinian  grounds ; 

Nor  can  our  British  noses  hunt  thy  foil : 
Indeed  thou  need'st  not  dread  th'  event  ; 
Surrounding  clouds  destroy  the  Scent, 

And  mock  their  most  sagacious  toil. 
Yes,  in  thy  darkness  thou  shalt  leave  the  dogs ; 
For  Hares,  the  hunters  say,  run  best  in  Fogg. 

Of  thee  and  me,  two  great  Physicians, 
How  different  are  the  dispositions ! 

Thy  soul  delights  in  Wonder,  Pomp,  and  Bustle : 
Mint  in  th'  {//^marvellous  and  placid  scene, 
Plain  as  the  Hut  of  our  good  King  and  Queen*; 

I  imitate  the  stationary  Muscle. 

Yet  boldly  thou,  O  Bruce!  a^in  proceed; 
Of  Wonder  ope  the  Fountain-head; 
Deluge  the  land  with  Abyssuiian  ware: 

*  AHMtttdoieliyitei^drkMtCattteofWMm. 
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While  I,  a  simple  Scm  of  Peace, 
The  world  of  bagateUe  increase, 
By  lovesick  Sonnets  to  the  Fair ; 

Now  to  Sir  Joseph,  now  a  Duke,  now  Wren, 
Now  Robin-redbreast,  dedicate  the  pen ; 

Now  Glow-worm,  Child  of  Shade  and  Light,  not 
Flame; 
To  whom  of  wicked  wits  the  tuneful  art. 
So  very  apt  indeed  from  truth  to  start. 

Compares  the  nightly  street-meandering  Dame.— • 

Mild  Insect,  harmless  as  myself  I  ween ; 
Thou  little  Planet  of  the  rural  scene. 
When  Summer  warms  the  valleys  with  her  rays ; 
Accept  a  trifling  Sonnet  to  thy  praise. 
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Bright  Stranger,  welcome  to  my  field ; 
Here  feed  m  safety,  here  thy  radiance  yield : 

To  me,  oh !  nightly  be  thy  splendour  given. 
Oh,  could  a  wish  of  mine  the  Skies  command, 
How  would  I  gem  thy  leaf  with  liberal  hand, 

With  every  sweetest  dew  of  Heaven  I 
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Say,  dost  thou  kindly  light  the  Fairy  train 
Amidst  their  gambols  on  the  stilly  plain, 

Hanging  thy  lamp  upon  the  moistened  blade? — 
What  lamp  so  fit,  so  pure  as  thine, 
Amidst  the  gentle  elfin  band  to  shine. 

And  chase  the  horrors  of  the  midnight  shade  ? 

Oh  may  no  feathered  Foe  disturb  thy  bower, 
And  with  barbarian  beak  thy  life  devour ! 

Oh !  may  no  ruthless  Torrent  of  the  sky. 
Overwhelming,  force  thee  from  thy  dewy  seat; 
Nor  Tempests  tear  thee  from  thy  green  retreat. 

And  bid  thee  'midst  the  humming  myriads  die ! 

Queen  of  the  Insect  World,  what  Leaves  delight  ? 

Of  such  these  willing  hands  a  Bower  shall  form. 
To  guard  thee  from  the  rushing  Rains  of  night. 

And  hide  thee  from  the  wild  wing  of  the  Storm. 

Sweet  Child  of  Stillness,  'midst  the  awful  Calm 
Of  pausing  Nature  thou  art  pleased  to  dwell ; 

In  happy  Silence  to  enjoy  thy  balm. 

And  shed  through  life  a  Lustre  round  thy  cell. 

How  different  Man,  the  imp  of  noise  and  strife, 
Who  courts  the  Storm  that  tears  and  darkens  life; 
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Blest  when  the  Passions  wild  the  soul  invade ! — 
How  nobler  far  to  bid  those  Whirlwinds  cease ; 
To  taste,  like  thee,  the  luxury  of  Peace, 

And  shine  in  Solitude  and  Shade ! 
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TO  THE  READEft: 


GENTLE   BEADER, 

The  foundation  of  the  following  Odea  is  simply  thi^ : 
The  President  of  the  Royal  Academy^  happy,  to  be 
able  to  gi'atify  our  amiable  Monarch  in  the  minutest  of 
his  predilections,  reported  lately  to  the  Academicians 
his  Majesty's  desire,  that  a  Mr.  Laurence  might  be 
added  to  the  list  of  R.  A.s ;  his  Majesty,  from  his  supe-- 
Trior  knowledge  in  Painting,  being  perfectly  conoinced  of 
this  young  Artist's  uncommon  abilities,  and  consequent- 
ly fair  pretensions  to  the  honour.  Notwithstanding 
the  Royal  xoishy  and  the  wish  of  the  President,  and 
(under  the  rose !!!)  the  wish  of  Mr.  Benjamin  West, 
the  Windsor  Oracle  of  Paint,  and  Painter  of  History, 
the  R.  A.s  received  the  annunciation  of  hb  Majesty's 
wishj  Sir  Joshua's  nnsh,  Mr.  West's  wish,  with  the 
most  ineffable  sangfroid ;  not  to  call  it  by  the  harder 
name,  disgust.  The  annunciation  happening  on  the 
night  of  an  election  of  Associates,  at  which  Mr.  Lau- 
rence ought  to  have  been  elected  an  Associate  (a  step 
necessary  to  the  more  exalted  one  of  R.  A.),  behold 
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the  obstinacy  of  these  royal  Mules ! — the  number  of 
votes  in  favour  of  Mr.  Laurence  amounted  to  just 
three;  and  that  of  his  Opponrnit^  Mr.  Wheatley,  to 
sixteen!!!  Indignant  and  loyal  Reader!  the  Lyric 
Muse,  who  has  uniformly  attacked  meanness,  Jollify  im- 
pudencej  avaricej  and  ignorance,  from  her  cradle,  caught 
fire  at  the  above  important  event;  and  most  loyally 
poured  foil^  the  following  Odes,  replete  with  her  usual 
sublimities. 


PEOEMIUM. 


TO  THE  PUBUC. 

G£NTL£s,  behold  a  poor  plain-spoken  man ; 

Modest  as  Addington  our  Speaker 
Amidst  Saint  Stephen's  patriotic  clan, 

Where  Innocence  so  meek  did  ne'er  look  meeker : 

When  with  much  palpitation^  and  much  dread^ 
He  tum'd  about  his  pretty  Speaker's-head, 

One  leg  just  raised  to  hop  into  the  Chair; 
Just  like  a  Cat  in  Rain  amid  the  street. 
That  fears  to  wet  her  white  and  velvet  feet, 

Which  for  a  handsome  gutter-leap  prepare. 

"  I  fear  I  am  a  most  unworthy  choice," 
Said  Mister  Speaker,  with  a  Lamb-like  voice, — 
"  I  have  but  one  step  more,^  he  cried^ 
Keeping  his  head  coquetishly  aside. 

How  mudi  like  Christie,  with  his  hai^mer  raised 
(Christie,  <t  public  speaker  t00|  «o  praised), 
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Looking  around  him,  simpering  aniling,  bowing; 
Then  crying,  "  Gemmen,  going,  going  going  !** 

Ye8,  Gentles  all^  a  modest  Bard,  and  shy. 
With  Dove4ike  mien,  and  ground-exploring  eye : 
Modest  as  Mister  l^peaker  at  the  Lords^ 

When  lowly  he  did  Majesty  beseech 
T'  allow  his  humUe  Commons  use  of  words ; 

That  is  to  say^  a  liberty  of  speech: 

Also  to  have  at  times  a  tite-i-titey 
Becaose  a  Con&b  Royal  is  a  treat ; 
Indeed  for  Subjects  much  too  rich. 
As  wise  King  James  asserted  of  the  itch  : 

Likewise  to  have  the  privilege  of  tick  ; 

Because  a  bailiff  is  a  meddling  rogue, 
Who,  witli  a  Hand  of  Iron,  or  a  stick, 

Stoppeth  the  travels  of  our  men  of  vogue : — 

Barbarian  act,  that  Men  of  Worship  frets : 
Who  think  of  loftier  things  than  idle  debts  ; 

Deep  pondering  ever  on  the  Nation's  Good : 
Not  on  great  greasy  Butchers,  Taylor  knaves. 
Mercers,  and  d^my  Grocers ;  counter  slaves^ 

Wtio  by  their  stinking  sweat  procure  their  food. 
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Tradesmen !  a  set  of  vulgar  Swiiie ; 
Crutches  for  Fortune  in  a  deep  Decline : 
Lo  what  a  Tradesman's  good  for,  and  lo  all— ^ 
A  wooden  Buttress  for  a  tottering  Wall ! 

With  tears  have  I  beheld  full  many  a  Squire 
Most  brutally  by  Bailiffs  dragg'd  along ; 

For  turnpike,  furniture,  or  house's  hire, 

Horse,  wages,  coach,  or  some  such  idk  song. 

Now  Squires  a  title  of  much  reputation. 
Belongs  to  people  of  no  occupation  ; 
Who  cannot  (in  their  looks  we  read  it) 
Get  for  a  mutton-chop  a  little  credit : 
Poor  gentlemen !  how  hard,  alas,  their  fate, 
To  knuckle  to  such  nuisances  of  State ! — 

Gentles,  to  you,  well  pleased,  I  turn  again, 
Quitting  my  favourite  rambling  strain ; 
Leaving  beloved,  admired,  adored  Digression, 
So  practised  by  us  men  of  Ode-profession   '- 
When  we  have  scarcely  aught  to  sing  or  say. 
And  sneaking  Fancy  quits  the  Lyric  Lay. 

I  do  remember — ^What? — ^that  thus  my  pen, 
Licentious,  slander'd  Crown  and  Soeptre  Men  :— 
VOL.  ir,  2  c 
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'^  Readers,  one  moment  look  me  in  the  fiau^e ; 
A  poet  not  quite  destitute  of  grace ; 
And  answer  one  not  bred  in  Flattery's  schools  — 
Are  you,  or  are  you  not,  a  set  of  fools, 
Pinning  your  fiedth  on  Grandeur's  sleeve  ? 
Say,  do  you,  in  your  consciences,  believe 
That  Monarchs  never  can  be  weak  nor  mean ; 
And  that  a  Monarch's  wife,  yclept  a  Queen, 
May  not  (and  why  not  ?)  be  a  downright  Slop, 
Form'd  of  the  coarsest  Rags  of  Nature's  Shop  ? 
I  read  the  answer  in  each  visage :  '  No : 
^  O  Jesu !  can  it  be?  and  w  it  so  ?' — 

Put  down  my  Book ; 
Give  it  not  one  contaminating  look. 
I  stare  on  you  with  pity ;  nay,  with  pain : 
Kearsley  shall  toss  your  money  back  again. 
Get  your  crowns  shaved,  poor  souls ;  I  wish  you  well 
And  hear  me ;  Bedlam  has  a  vacant  cell." — 

Such  were  the  Stanzas  that  I  wrote  (jfyort^ 
MHien  tainted  by  a  Eling-deriding  clan : 

But  now  I  curse  those  tenets  o'er  and  o'er ; 
A  convert  quite,  a  sweet  and  altered  man. 

The  sacred  force  of  Sovereignty  I  feel : 
To  Royal^'s  stem  port  I  learn  to  kned, 
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For  Royalties  are  deemed  most  sacred  things ; 
So  sacred  by  the  Courtiers^  that  the  Bible 
May  be  inform'd  against,  and  proved  a  Libel, 

For  saying,  "  Put  no  confidence  in  Kings/' 

Though  this  indeed  may  be  interpolation^ 

As  much  was  cotnV  by  Popish  priests  and  firiars ; 

For  ah !  how  hard  'tis  for  imagjuiation 
Ho  fancy  Monarehs  Hypocrites  and  liars  1 


ScS 
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ODE  TO  THE  ACADEMICIANS. 


Am  I  awake,  or  dreaming,  O  ye  Gods? 
Alas !  in  waking*s  favour  lie  the  odds. 

The  devil  it  is !  Ah  me,  'tis  really  so ! 
How,  Sirs  ?  on  Majesty's  proud  corns  to  tread ! 
Messieurs  Academicians,  when  youVe  deady 

JVhere  can  your  Impudences  hope  to  go  ? 

Refuse  a  Monarch's  mighty  orders ! — 

It  smells  of  Treason ;  on  Rebellion  borders. — 

Sdeath,  Sirs !  it  was  the  Queen's  fond  wish  as  well. 

That  Master  Laurence*  should  come  in. 
Against  a  Queen  so  gentle  to  rebel ! 

This  is  another  crying  sin. 

What !  not  oblige,  in  such  a  trifling  thing. 
So  sweet  a  Queen,  and  such  a  goodly  King  ? 

A  Queen  unused  to  opposition-weather ; 
At  disappointment  so  unused  to  start : 
So  full  of  Dove-like  gentleness  her  Heart, 

As  if  the  dove  had  lent  its  softest  feather, 

•  A  jrovac  Pwrtnit-iittiiter  of 
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That  heait  of  gentleness  to  form ; 

Unused  (as  I  have  said)  to  opposition  storm. 

Oh  let  me  just  inform  you,  one  and  all, 

That  Kings  and  Potentates,  both  great' and  small, 

Bom  to  be  humour'd,  for  Obedience  battle. 
Most  instantaneous  too  must  be  compliance ; 
Refusal  is  most  damnable  defiance : 

They  struggle  for%  like  Children  for  the  Rattle. 

But  in  our  simile  some  difference  lies  : — 
We  whip  a  Bantling  when  it  kicks  and  cries, 

Fully  determin'd  not  to  please  it ; 
But  lo !  the  Children  that  possess  a  Crown 
(Young  Herculeses)  knock  us  down. 

And,  angry  for  the  Bauble,  sdze  it. 

Each  of  you.  Sirs,  has  kept  a  Cur  perchance : 

Poor  wretch,  how  oil  his  Eyes  with  Lightnings  dance ; 

How  he  looks  up  to  Master  for  a  smile ! 
Shakes  his  imploring  head  with  wriggling  tail, 
Now  whining  yelps,  now  pawing,  to  prevail, 

Eager  with  such  anxiety  the  while; 
And  if  a  pat  should  bless  the  whining  scraper, 
Lord,  how  the  animal  beg^ls  to  caper ! 
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Thus  should  it  be  with  Subjects  and  great  Kings. — 
But  you  are  strangers  to  these  humble  thmgs. 
For  shame !  upon  the  Couitier's  creed  go  look, 
And  take  a  leaf  from  humble  Hawkesbury's  book  : 
Or  sweet  neck-bending  water-gruel  Leeds, 
Who  Majesty  with  Pap  of  Flattery  feeds ; 
Which  pap,  if  highly  relished,  will  of  course, 
Awarded,  make  him  Master  of  the  Horse. 

Where  was  Prero^tive  ?  asleep  ? 

A  blockhead,  not  a  better  watch  to  keep 

In  this  most  solemn,  most  important  hour ! 
Why  heard  we  not  the  Thunder  of  his  Voice ; 
Saw  down  your  gullets  cramip'd  the  Royal  Choice, 

So  easy  to  the  iron  arm  of  Power? 

Why  slept  his  sledge,  the  Guardian  of  a  Crown, 
So  form'd  to  knock  unruly  rascals  down  ?r-r- 
Ah  me !  Prerogative  seems  nearly  dead : 
Behold  his  tottering  limbs  and  palsied  head ; 

Sunk  in  their  orbits  his  dim  eyes ; 
His  teeth  dropp'd  out ;  and  hark  I  his  Voice  so  weak, 
A  Mouse  behind  the  wainscot,  Eunuch-squeak  1 

'^  Ah !  non  sum  fuaiis  eram,^  now  he  sighs : 
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To  eveiy  body's  call,  ah !  now  so  pliant ; 
Sad  Skeleton  of  (Hice  a  sturdy  Giant 

Poor  bending  shrivelled  form,  but  just  alive, 
Art  thou  that  Bully  once.  Prerogative  ? 
Where  is  the  mien  of  Mars,  the  Eye  s  wild  Stare, 
A  Meteor  darting  horror  with  its  glare  ? 

How  like  a  Brandy-drinker,  who  on  flame 
Feeds  with  a  rosy  beacon-fsice  at  first : 
But,  by  his  enemy  Intemperance  curst, 

Yields  to  that  Victor  of  Mankind  with  shame ; 
Pale,  hobbling,  voiceless,  crawling  to  decay, 
Just  like  a  passing  Shadow,  sinks  away  !— 

Bed-chamber  Lords  are  all  in  ire; 

The  Maids  of  Honour  all  on  fire ; 

Nay,  though  despotically  skaoedy  the  Cooks, 

Bluff  on  th'  occasion,  put  on  Bull^beef  looks : 

And  really  this  is  very  grand  behaving. 

So  nobly  to  forgive  the  famous  shamng! 

See  Madame  Schwellenberg  most  Cat-like  stare ; 

And,  though  no  fiivourite  of  the  King, 
She  cries,  ^^  By  Gat,  it  shock  and  make  my  hair 

Upright ;  it  is  so  dam  dam sauqf  tpig*^ 
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Stanhope,  percfaanoe,  will  dasp  you  in  his  arms ; 
And  Price  s  Ghost,  with  doqoenoe  s  dianns^ 

Will,  from  his  tomb  up-sprin^ng,  sound  applause. 
But  know,  I  deem  not  so  of  Edmund  Burke : 
He  nobly  styles  the  deed  **  a  damn*d  day's  wwk  ;** 

Superior  he  to  cutting  Ro3ral  Claws. 

Mun  very  justly  thinks  the  human  Back 

Should  be  to  Kings  a  sort  of  humble  Hack ; 

That  every  Subject  ought  to  wear  a  Saddle, 

0*er  which  those  great  Rough-riders,  Kings,  may  straddle. 


ODE  11. 

The  famed  Assembly  of  the  French  will  smile, 
At  this  disgrace  of  our  fair  Isle : 
Messieurs  Fayette  the  Great  and  Co. 
With  tears  of  joy  will  overflow, 
And  order  the  Assembly  of  the  Nation 
To  send  you  sweet  congratulatiou. 

What  hast  thou  to  complain  of  each,  thou  imp  r 
Compared  to  Kings,  a  Grampus  and  a  Shrimp  1 

Lo !  when  from  Windsor  mighty  Kings  arrive, 
Like  London  Mackrel,  all  alhe^ 
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Tureens  of  Flattery  are  prepared  so  hot 
By  Courtiers,  a  delicious  Pepper-pot ; 
Which,  to  be  sure,  the  Royal  maw  devours, 
Kings  boasting  very  strong  digestive  powers. 

A  Pointer  thus,  lock'd  up  a  week. 
Half-starved^  and  longing  for  a  steak ; 
Behold  him  now  tum'd  loose  so  wild  to  eat : 
Gods,  how  he  gobbles  down  the  Broth  and  Meat ! 

Yes,  Flattery-soups  are  all  prepared  so  hot, 
As  I  have  hinted,  a  line  Pepper-pot : 

Side-dishes  too  of  Curtseys,  Bows,  and  Scrapes, 
With  Stare  and  Wonder  in  all  sorts  of  shapes ; 
Attentions  darting  from  the  fuU-stretch'd  eye, 
That  not  a  Royal  glance  may  pass  unheeded  by ; 
Attentions  sharp  as  those  of  Lumpy,  Small, 
At  Cricket  skilled  to  catch  the  flying  Ball  : 
While  you  survey  (abominable  thing !) 
With  cold  contempt  the  character  of  King. 

Think  by  what  Royal  bounty  you  are  blest ; 

Think  of  the  patronage  to  Painters  all ; 
Not  a  poor  shallow  Rill  confined  to  West, 

But  Torrents  that  like  Niagara  £EdL 
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Ym,  George  is  gcncrmu^  watches  all  jo«r  ««i]^ 
And  pouri  his  fostering  Bains  opoo  las  FbaitE. 
Tbeo^  meeting  such  a  friend^  jkmi  <mg^  to  csj^ 
^  Glory  be  to  George  on  hi^ !  *' 


Thus,  wlien  two  Clouds  approach,  a  wanderii^ 
As  oft  It  hapiiens  'mid  their  walks  m  air ; 

Tliough  one  be  rich,  the  other  poor, 
In  rare  electric  matter,  how  they  greet ! 
Witli  wliat  delight  they  seem  to  meet ; 

And,  pleased,  with  all  thejire  of  friendship  r 


George,  O  ye  Kagamufiins,  loves  you  dearly ; 
Settds  you  rare  Pictures  for  improvement  yearly; 

Buys  up  your  works ;  and  much  commission  gjn^es 
To  IlisU)ry,  Poitrait^  Landscape  Men; 
Careful  us  of  her  Chicken  a  good  Hen : 

Thus  like  an  Alderman  each  Limner  lives. 

Yes ;  a  good  Men.     I  sec  her  wing  display'd, 
To  warm,  protect  you  with  parental  shade : 

But  you,  a  flock  of  vile  rebellious  Chicken, 
Are  all  for  mounting  on  your  mothers  back. 
With  threatening  beak  and  noisy  saucy  clack. 

Her  eyes  out  trying  to  be  picking ; 
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Against  her  blasphemously  swearing. — 
This  is  undutiful  beyond  all  bearing. 

Where  er  the  plaintive  cry  of  Want  appears, 

Cock'd  like  a  Greyhound's  are  the  King's  two  ears ; 

Ready  for  such  poor  wights  to  bake,  and  brew : 

A  circumstance  believed  by  very  few. — 

Thus,  to  Philosophy's  surprise, 

A  Pin  can  lead  the  Lightning  of  the  Skies. 


ODE  ra. 

Behold,  his  Majesty  is  in  a  passion ! 

Tremble,  ye  Rogues ;  and  tremble  all  the  Nation ! 

Suppose  he  takes  it  in  his  Royal  head 

To  strike  your  Academic  Idol  dead ; 

Knock  down  your  House,  dissolve  you  ip  his  ire, 

And  strip  you  of  your  boasted  title  Squire  ! 

To  bend  a  Piece  of  Iron  to  your  will, 

You  always  make  that  iron  hot ; 
For  then  it  asks  but  little  force  and  skill. 

Its  sturdiness  is  quite  forgot : 

But  lo !  it  is  quite  otherwise  with  Man ; 
Make  him  red-hot,  and  bend  him  as  you  can : 
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So  widely  different  are  the  metals 

Composing  Man^  or  Kings  indeed,  and  Kettles. 

Oft  has  he  left  his  Queen  and  Windsor  towers, 
Oft  from  the  fascinating  Dairy  flown. 

To  raise  the  Arts  with  aU  his  mighiy  powers. 

And  hold  high  converse  with  the  folks  of  town : — 

From  lofty  Carthage  thus,  by  Jove's  decree, 
On  nobler  xcorks  than  those  of  Love  intent, 
Eneas  from  the  widow  Dido  went, 

And,  full  oi piety ^  put  off  to  sea  ! 

Vain  of  your  Academic  honours,  vain, 

I  say  again, 
Idly  you  deemed  yourselves  the  First  of  Men ; 

And  then 
You  spurn'd  the  hand  which  raised  you  into  notice : 
By  all  the  Gods,  unfortunately  so  'tis  ! 

Full  oft,  by  Fortune,  man  is  play'd  a  trick ; 

Too  often  ruin'd  by  her  glittering  toys : 
Just  like  the  Candle's  luckless  Wick, 

Surrounded  by  the  Lustre  that  destroys. 


THE  RIGHTS  OF  KINGS.  397 


ODE  IV. 


Resistance  turns  me,  like  a  Napkin,  pale ; 

Rebellion  chills  me  into  stone  : 
"  Tell  not  in  Gath  the  tale, 

Nor  publbh  in  the  streets  of  Ascalon." 

Copy  the  manners  of  a  Court  : 

There  (thanks  to  education  for't) 
Submission  cowering  creeps,  with  fearful  eye ; 

Unceasing  bends  the  willowy  neck  to  ground. 

In  reverence  abject  and  profound. 
Too  humbly  modest  to  behold  the  sky. 

There,  all  alive  too.  Hawk  Attention  sits. 
To  study  Royal  Humour's  various  fits ; 

With  wings  expanded,  ready  to  fly  post. 
To  east,  to  west,  to  north,  or  south. 
To  cater  for  a  Monarch's  mighty  mouth. 

To  get  him  baked,  or  grilled,  or  boiled,  or  roast : 

Now  scampers,  to  pick  up  each  bit  of  news 
Which  full-fed  London  every  moment  spews ; 


S98  THE  RIGHTS  OF  KINGS. 

Then  to  the  Palace  the  rich  treasure  bears. 
And  pours  the  whole  into  the  Royal  ears. 

There  Adulation,  with  her  silver  tongue, 
Sweeter  than  Philomela's  sweetest  song, 

Says  unto  Majesty  such  things  ! 
Tells  him  that  Cesar  won  not  half  his  fitme ; 
That  Alexander  was  a  childish  name 

Compared  to  hiSy  the  King  of  Kings  ! 

Now  smiling,  staring  huge  surprise, 
With  such  a  brace  of  wonder-looking  eyes, 

On  all  the  words  from  Majesty  that  dart ; 
As  if  bright  Gems,  as  large  as  Eggs  of  Pullet, 
Flowed  from  the  King's  Golconda  gullet, 

Enough  indeed  to  load  a  cart : 
Her  Mouth,  so  pleased  the  treasures  to  devour, 
Wide  as  the  Port-hole  of  a  seventy-four. 

Such  is  the  picture  of  a  Palace-scene, 
Drawn  by  an  amateur ^  I  ween : 
The  outline  chaste,  and  easy  flowing ; 
The  colouring  not  a  whit  too  glowing. 

Such,  such  is  Adulation,  charming  maid ! 
Whose  conduct  you  won't  copy,  Vm  afraid; 
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ODE  V. 


At  Opposition^  lo !  the  soul  demurs : 

At  such  the  Royal  mind  revolts  ; 
Hates  it  as  much  as  Sticks  the  Cats  and  Curs  ; 

Or  Curbs,  and  Whips,  and  Spurs,  high-mettled  Colts. 

Too  well  I  know  that  you  the  Great  despise ; 
Molehills,  instead  of  Mountains,  in  your  ey^s. 

Tis  wrong: 
I  often  reverence  Grandeur  in  my  Song. 


Go,  Sirs,  to  Court  upon  a  gala-day. 

Soon  as  the  Soldiers  cry  aloud,  "  Make  way, 

How  gloriously  the  Courtiers  strut  it  by  ! 
In  gorgeous  clothes  of  silk  and  gold ; 
With  such  an  elevated  front,  and  bold, 

With  such  state-consequence  in  either  eye  : 


f» 


So  much  above  tiie  ground  on  which  they  strut. 
So  stiff,  so  Stake-iike,  all  the  pompious  Pack, 

As  though  Dame  Nature  had  forgot  to  put 
The  joints  of  manners  to  the  neck  and  back. 
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O  glorious  sight !  this  no  one  dares  deny : 

And  lo,  I'd  lay  considerable  odds, 
That  man  who  titer  Divinities  did  spy, 

Would  really  take  them  for  a  pack  of  Gods. 

Grant  that  tlie  Great  are  ignorant,  what  then  ? 
Still  are  they  Folks  of  Worship,  still  grtat  men  ; 
Though  flogg'd  through  schools,  and  banish'd  from  a 

college ; 

Although  not  one  inch  broad  tlieir  minds,  I  ween : 
The  utmost  boundary  of  all  their  knowledge, 

The  Game-act  and  John  Nichols'  Magazine. 

Still  Men  of  Worship  must  they  all  appear. 
Beings  we  Uttlt  people  should  revert. 

'Tis  natural  to  revere  the  folk  on  high. 
To  reverence,  lo !  our  in&ncies  are  led : 

Well  do  I  recollect  how  oft  my  eye 
Adored  the  Kings  and  Queens  of  Gingerbread : 
King  David,  Solomon,  and  that  brave  Queen 
Who  rode  so  far  to  see  and  to  be  seen  *. 

Though  hungry  as  a  Hound,  with  pence  in  store, 
When  in  tlieir  glory  on  the  stalls  I  met  'em ; 

Though  longing  to  devour  them  o'er  and  o'er, 
I  deemed  it  sacrilege  to  eat  'em. 

•  Her  Miyctty  of  SbelML 
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ODE  VI. 


The  Light  (^  Reason  is  a  little  IUy» 
But  still  it  shows  us  the  right  way : 
Indeed  the  -Gentlewoman  makes  no  Blaze, 
No  Bonfire  tempting  a  fooVs  eye  to  gaze ; 
A  modest  Dame,  remote,  and  calm,  and  coy, 
And  never  playeth  gambols  to  destroy. 

But  Error,  what  a  meretricious  jade ! 
Amidst  her  trackless  wilds  inmiers'd  in  shade. 

To  tempt  the  silly  and  unwary. 
Her  Meteor,  lo !  she  lights :  here,  there, 
Up,  down,  she  dances  it ;  now  far,  now  near, 

In  mad  and  riotous  vagary : — 

On  the  fools  wander,  in  pursuit  so  stout^ 
And  love  of  this  same  garish  Light 

All  on  a  sudden  goes  this  Meteor  out; 

And  caught,  like  Badgers,  in  the  Sad^of  ni^t, 

Blundering,  and  trying  to  get  back  ageD, 

They  roll  about  in  vam,  poor  men  I 

VOL.  II.  ftp 
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Thus  you  Academicians  all  proceed  : 
You  are  those  Badgers,  Gentlemen,  indeed. 

There  seems  an  ardent  spirit,  to  my  mind, 
A  revolution-spirit,  'mongst  mankind : 
A  Spark  will  now  set  Kingdoms  in  a  Blaze, 
That  would  not  fire  a  Bank  in  former  cfatys ; 
So  lately  tum'd  to  Tcnichwood  ts  each  State, 
So  whimsical  indeed  the  ways  of  Fate. 

Pray,  Sirs,  both  old  and  youngi  ye  bright  and  muddy. 
Did  ever  you  make  cuckoldom  your  study? — 
Perhaps  noty  if  rightly  I  divine  : 
But,  Gentlemen,  I Ve  made  it  mine. 

This  state  of  man,  and  let  me  add  obscenity. 
Is  not  a  situation  of  betweenity, 

As  some  word-coiners  are  disposed  to  call  \ : 
Meaning  a  mawkish  as-it-wert-ish  state, 
Containing  neither  love  nor  hate  ; 

A  sort  of  Water-gruel  without  Salt. 

Know  then,  that  Cuckoicbm's  all  eye,  all  ear, 
All  smell,  all  taste,  and,  fiuth  I  all  feeling : 

His  senses  sharp  as  those  of  Cats  appear ; 
To  right,  to  left,  lis  quick  as  Soldiers  wheeling ; 
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To  oiteh  a  Wife's  bad  lame,  alas  \  not  praiw : 
Thus  setting  traps  to  squeeze  his  future  days ; 

Watering  with  one  eternal  tear  the  eye^ 
And  making  lovely  Life  one  lengthen'd  Sigh  * 
A  pair  of  antlers  his,  he  sits  on  thorns  ; 
He  nothing  sees  but  Horns,  Horns,  Horns. 

Nay,  to  the  cuckold  in  uka,  lOp 
On  either  side  his  head  a  Horn  appears 

Tremendous ;  but  which  all  his  neighbours  know 
Are  only  one  huge  pair  of  Ass's  Ears. 

Then  pray  dismbs  your  jealousies  and  frights : 
Our  Monarch  means  not  to  invade  your  rights ; 
It  never,  never  was  a  Royal  plan, 
For  '^  Brutus  is  an  honourable  man/* 
Greater  from  Chambers  should  be  all  your  iearsi 
Whose  House  is  tumbling  fiist  about  your  ears. 


ODE  vn. 

Tex  Kibg  (God  @f«ce  him !)  wishes  you  to  9hUK : 
He  raised  the  Building  with  your  cash  and  mim. 

Sx>a 
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But  what  is  wealth?  what,  thousands?  trifling  things  ^ 
To  swell:  the  migh^  volume  of  its  fiune, 
He  caird  it  Royal :  thus  he  gave — the  name  ; 

Which  proveth  the  munificence  of  Kings. 
Heavens,  what  a  present !  ah,  well  worth  possessing  ! 
Lo,  on  a  level  with  a  Bishop^s  Blessing. 

Domitian  (so  says  History  with  a  sigh) 
Would  quit  affairs  of  State,  to  hunt  a  Fly  : 
But  we  have  no  such  trifle-hunting  Kings  ; 
Europe  knows  no  such  miserable  things. 
Her  Princes  gallop  on  a  larger  scale  ; 
No  flippant  Minnow,  but  the  floundering  Whale. 

George  wishes  not  to  give  the  Dome  a  grave ; 

Not  to  destroy  he  cometh,  but  to  save : 

Not  lilce  Dame  Nature,  who  composes  Forms 

The  fairest  for  the  fieiscinated  eye ; 
Then  sends  her  Lightning  Floods,  and  Storms, 

To  bid  the  beauteous  flowrets  die. 

When  once  a  Woman's  handsome,  smart,  and  cle 
In  God^s  name  let  her  bloom  for  ever. 

Ah  could  I  snatch  Time's  plowshare  from  his  ba 
Who,  with  ^t  ease  a  Farmer  skirts  his  Land, 
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# 

Furrows  so  cruelly  o'er  the  fiedrest  Face  I 
Relentless  as  a  Mohawk^  on  he  goes, 
Cuts  up  the  Lily  and  the  Rose, 

Roots  up  each  wavy  Curl,  and  bends  the  Neck  of 

■ 

Grace: 
Ah !  could  I  simply  do  but  this, 

V. 

The  sweetest  Lips  would  give  me  many  a  Kiss. 

By  raising,  then  destroying  like  a  Turk, 
It  seems  as  though  Time  did  not  like  his  work ; 
As  though  he  wanted  something  better  still. 
Than  e'er  was  manufactured  at  his  milU 

And  yet  how  exquisite,  of  charms  the  crop 

In  Mesdames  Johnson's,  Kelly's,  Windsor's  shop*, 

Or  rather  Hot-house !  Lord,  if  fond  of  billing. 
What  grace,  for  guineas,  we  may  find ! 
Nay,  in  the  streets,  if  cheapness  suits  pur  mmd, 

We  purchase  Cleopatras  for  a  shilling. 

O  Beauty,  how  thou  stealest  me  away ! 

Bom,  thou  sweet  Witch,  thy  Poet  to  beguile  ; 
Thy  fool,  idolater,  by  night,  by  day. 

He  feels  a  Chain  in  every  Smile. 

•  The  Fiieit€«ei  of  the  Cypiin  OoddtiB. 
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hou  Tyranf  of  my  Heart,  let  go  my  pen : 
musty  will  speak  to  Academic  Men. 

Sirs,  should  the  Royal  Ea^e,  from  his  height. 
Dart  on  your  puny  forms  his  eye  of  flame. 

And  wanton,  just  to  exercise  his  might 
(Deeming  you  no  ignoble  Game), 

Should  pounce  on  your  Owl-backs  so  stout. 

How  would  a  cloud  of  feathers  fly  about ! 

The  thunder  of  his  beak,  for  fidling  ripe ; 

What  figures  you  would  cut  within  his  gripe ! 

This  can  the  King  of  Isles  perform,  I  know  it : 
Yet,  though  of  power  so  full,  he  will  not  show  it. 
Too  soon  your  band  its  weakness  would  deplore : 
A  Crab  in  a  Cow's  mouth,  no  more. 

Say,  don't  you  tremble  at  th*  affronted  name?— « 
Where  lurks  the  bummg  blush  of  shame  ? 
Alas !  that  symptom  of  remaining  grace 
Knows  not  to  tinge  an  Academic  face. 
Sons  of  the  Devil,  like  you  rebellious,  hear : 
It  is  for  Kings  to  burden,  us  to  bear. 

I  own  IVe  said  (and  glory  in  th*  advice), 
'*  Be  not,  O  King,  as  uiual^  mer-nice : 
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Dread  S&Ki  to  take  a  phrase  from  Caliban, 

'  Bite  'em  ;'^ 
To  pour  a  hemier  vengeance  on  the  clan, 

Kmght  'em.'' 


ODE  vm. 

The  modem  French  deem  Monarchs  much  like  lire. 
Which  a  good  looking  after  doth  require ; 

Too  much  inclined  to  prove  an  evil : 
A  Fire  that  needeth  to  be  well  secured, 
Well-iron*d,  pinioned,  and  immured, 

Which  otherwise  would  play  the  devil. 

Yet  if  on  PoUtks  a  Bar4  may  prate, 

I  deem  their  Monarch's  jacket  rather  strait 

Mesdames  Poissardes,^  'twas  shockingly  ill-bred. 
To  fling  jour  Flounders  at  your  Monarch's  bead. 
Though,  yenus*like,  descended  from  the  flood, 
Twas  base,  ye  sweet  Divinities  of  Mud. 

To  this  great  truth  a  universe  agrees, 

'^  He  who  lies  down  with  Dogs,  will  rise  widi  Fleas.^ 

How  applicable  !  Lo,  you  took  advic^ 

I'm  surei,  from  that  Arcb-devil|  Doctor  Vnw^ 
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And  Stanhope ;  who  so  praise  the  French,  and  clap, 
For  catching  Kings,  like  Polecats,  in  a  trap. 

Oh  may  I  never  be  !  but  were  I  King, 

like  Ropes  should  I  consider  Laws ; 
Preventing,  when  I  wishM  it,  a  good  spring ; 

Hand-cuffs  to  bind  my  lion  Claws. 

A  set  of  articles  implies  mistrust : 

How  can  the  Lord's  Anointed  be  unjust? 

We  never  should  believe  such  things. 

Or  doubt  the  wisdom  of  the  King  of  Kings : 

What  the  Lord  chooses,  mtist  be  good ; 

# 

Although  he  sent  us  but  a  Piece  of  Wood,  . 

Even  Chesterfield,  that  atheistic  dog. 
Declares  he  has  a  reverence  for  King  Log*. 

"  When  will  that  lucky  day  be  bom,  that  brings 
A  Bridle  for  the  Arrogance  of  Kings  ? 

Too  slowly  moves,  alas !  tiie  loitering  hour. 
When  will  those  Tyrants  cease  to  fancy  Man 
A  Dog  in  Providence's  levelling  plan, 

To  crouch  and  lick  theblood-stain'd  rods  of  powV?**— - 
Such  is  your  most  unkingly  cry ; 
And  lo,  I  tell  it  with  a  sigh. 

•  '^IcoalbilliaTeioflieregirdlbrKiiifLoK.*   lieeliiiLetlcn» 
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Rank  is  in  man  the  Itch  of  Opposition, 
Which  wanteth  a  good  Whip  for  a  Physician. 

You  keep  bad  company  that  turns  your  head. 
So  hungrily  you  every  thing  devour 
That  tends  to  clip  the  Wings  of  Royal  PowV, 

Which  like  the  Eagle's  pinion  ought  to  spread ; 
So  greedily  suck  in  Rebellion's  breathy 
That  wafts  the  seeds  of  impudence  and  death. 

Thus,  Hound-like,  at  a  Lord-mayor *s  feast, 
A  Common-councilman,  a  beast, 
On  every  seasoned  dish  so  hungry  stuffs ; 
Unbuttons,  wipes  the  sweat  away,  and  puffs : — 

Poor  fool !  he  swallows  Rheumatism  and  Gout, 
Asthma  and  Apoplexy ;  and  more  ills 

Than  Doctors,  with  their  knowledges  so  stout. 
Can  vanquish  with  their  Boluses  and  Pills. 

But,  Sirs,  you  must  be  cautioM  how  you  act ; 

Attorney-general  is  no  reasoning  thing : 
"Tis  an  indubitable  fact, 

This  fellow  is  the  creature  of  a  King ; 
His  eagle,  thunder-bearer ;  loud  his  cry. 
And  "instant  vengeance**  is  his  sole  reply. 
Tis  dangerous  to  shake  hands  with  such  hard  claws^ 
His  gripe  enough  to  make  the  bravest  pause. 
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Then  be  not  at  your  midnight  orgies  seen. 
Buzzing  (pinions  upon  King  and  Queen. 
Ah  !  should  he  sally  forth  so  strong, 
Amidst  your  wantonness  of  speech  and  song ; 
Unlined  by  mercy,  you  will  feel  his  geipe^ 
Stopping  the  melody  of  many  a  pipe. 

Thus  at  the  solemn,  still,  and  sunless  hour, 
When  to  their  sports  the  Insect  Nations  pour ; 
In  airy  tumult  blest,  the  light-wing'd  throng, 

Thoughtless  of  enemies  in  ambuscade, 
Hum  to  Night's  listenmg  ear  the  choral  song, 

And  wanton  through  the  boundless  field  of  shade  ^ 
When,  lo !  the  mouse-faced  Demon  of  the  Gloom, 
Espying,  hungry,  meditates  their  doom : — 

Bounce,  from  his  hole  so  secret,  bursts  the  Bat ; 
To  honour,  mercy,  oooderation,  lost : 
Behold  him  sally  on  the  humming  Host, 

And  murderous  overturn  the  Tribes  of  Gnat ; 
Nimbly  from  right  to  left,  like  Tippoo,  wheel, 
And  snap  ten  thousaiid  prisoners  at  a  meal ! 
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ODE  IX. 

How  pleasant  'tis,  the  Courtier  Clan  to  see  ; 
So  prompt  to  drop  to  Majesty  the  knee ; 
To  start,  to  run,  to  leap,  to  fly. 
And  gambol  in  the  Royal  eye ! 
And,  if  expectant  of  some  high  employ, 
How  kicks  the  heart  against  the  ribs,  for  joy ! 
How  rich  the  incense  to  the  Royal  nose ! 
How  liquidly  the  Oil  of  Flattery  flows ! 

But  should  the  Monarch  turn  from  stoeet  to  sour^ 
Which  cometh  oft;  to  pass  in  half  an  hour. 
How  altered  instantly  the  Courtier  Clan ! 
How  faint,  how  pale,  how  woe-begone,  and  wan! 

Thus  Cory  don,  betrothed  to  Delia's  charms. 
In  fancy  holds  her  ever  in  his  arms : 

In  maddening  fancy,  cheeks,  eyes,  lips  devours ; 
Plays  with  the  ringlets  that  all  flaxen  flow 
In  rich  luxuriance  o*er  a  Breast  of  Snow, 

And  on  that  breast  the  soul  of  rapture  poura. 
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Night  too  entrances.     Slumber  brings  the  dream ; 

Gives  to  his  lips  his  Idol's  sweetest  kiss ; 
Bids  the  wild  heart,  high*panting,  swell  its  stream^ 

And  deluge  every  nerve  with  bliss. — 
But  if  his  Nymph  unfortunately  frowns, . 
Sad,  chapfairn,  lo !  he  hangs  himself,  or  drowns. 

Oh !  try  with  bliss  his  moments  to  beguile; 

Strive  not  to  make  your  Sovereign  frown,  but  smile. 

Sublime  are  royal  Nods,  most  precious  things : 

Then,  to  be  whistled  to  by  Kings ! 

To  have  him  lean  familiar  on  one's  shoulder, 
Becoming  thus  the  Royal  iEirm-upholder, 

A  Heart  of  very  Stone  must  glad. 
Oh !  would  sotne  King  so  far  himself  demean. 
As  on  my  shoulder  but  for  once  to  lean, 

Th*  excess  of  joy  w  ould  nearly  make  me  mad : 
How  on  the  honoured  Garment  I  should  doat, 
And  think  a  Glory  blazed  around  the  Coat ! 

Blest,  I  should  make  this  Coat  my  Coat  of  Arms, 
In  fancy  glittering  with  a  thousand  charms ; 

And  show  my  Children's  Children  o'er  and  o'er : 
"  Here,  Babies,"  I  should  say,  ^^  with  awe  behold 
This  Coat,  worth  fifty  times  its  Weight  in  Gold : 

This  rery,  very  Coat,  your  Grandsife  wore. 
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Here,'-'  pointing  to  the  shoulder  I  should  say, 
Here  Majesty*s  orvn  hand  so  sacred  lay/' 
Then  perhaps  repeat  some  Speech  the  King  might 
utter; 

As,  "  Peter,  how  go  Sheep  a  score  ?  what,  what  ? 

What's  cheapest  meat  to  make  a  BuWock  fat  f 

Has,  hae  ?  What,  what's  the  price  of  country  Butter?" 

Then  should  I,  strutting,  give  myself  an  air, 

And  deem  my  House  adorn'd  with  Immortality : 

Thus  should  I  make  the  Children,  Calf-like,  stare^ 
And  fancy  Grandfather  a  Man  of  Quality. 

And  yet,  not  stopping  here,  with  cheerful  note, 

The  Muse  should  sing  an  Ode  upon  the  Coat. — 

Poor  lost  America,  high  honours  missings 

Knows  nought  of  Smile,  and  Nod,  and  sweet  Hand- 

kissing ; 
Knows  nought  of  golden  Promises  of  Kings ; 
Knows  nought  of  Coronets,  and  Stars,  and  Strings. 

In  solitude  the  lovely  Rebel  sighs. 
But  vainly  drops  the  'penitential  tear ; 

Deaf  as  the  Adder  to  the  Woman's  cries,  ' 
We  suffer  not  her  wail  to  wound  our  ear : 
For  food,  we  bid  her  hopeless  children  prowl ; 
And  with  the  Savage  of  the  Desert  bowl: 
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ODE  X. 


"  Man  may  be  happy,  if  he  will :" 
I've  said  it  often,  and  I  think  so  still : 

Doctrine  to  make  the  Million  stare. 
Know  then,  each  Mortal  is  an  actual  Jove : 
Can  brew  what  weather  he  shall  most  approve ; 

Or  wind  or  calm,  or  foul  or  fair. 

But  here's  the  mischief:  Man's  an  ass,  I  say ; 

Too  fond  of  thunder,  lightning,  storm,  and  rain ; 
He  hides  the  charming,  cheerful  ray 

That  spreads  a  smile  o*er  hill  and  plain. 
Dark,  he  must  court  the  scull,  and  spade,  and  shroud: 
The  Mistress. of  his  Soul  must  be  a  Cloud. 


Who  told  him  that  he  must  be  cursed  on  earth? 

The  God  of  Nature  ? — No  such  thing. 
Heaven  whisper*d  him,  the  moment  of  his  birtl^ 

'^  Don't  cry,  my  lad,  but  dance  and  sing ; 
Don't  be  too  wise^  and  be  an  apt : 
In  Colours  let  thy  soul  be  dress'd,  not  Crape» 
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*^  Roses  shall  smooth  life's  journey,  and  adorn : 
Yet,  mind  me ;  if,  through  want  of  grace, 
Thou  mean'st  to  fling  the  blessing  in  my  face, 

Thou  hast  full  leave  to  tread  upon  a  Thorn." — 

Yet  some  there  are,  of  men  I  think  the  worst, 
Poor  imps  !  unhappy  if  they  can't  be  curst. 

For  ever  brooding  over  Misery's  eggs ; 
As  though  life's  Pleasure  were  a  deadly  Sin ; 
Mousing  for  ever  for  a  gin 

To  catch  their  Happinesses  by  the  legs. 

Even  at  a  Dinner,  some  will  be  unbless'd ; 
However  good  the  viands,  and  well  dress'd : 

They  always  come  to  table  with  a  scowl ; 
Squint  with  a  Face  of  Verjuice  o'er  each  Dish, 
Fault  the  poor  Flesh,  and  quarrel  with  tlie  Fish, 

Curse  Cook  and  Wife,  and  loathing  eat  and  growl. 
A  Cart-load)  lot  their  stomachs  steal. 
Yet  swear  they  cannot  make  a  Meal. 

I  like  not  the  blue-devil  hunting  crew ; 

I  hate  to  drop  the  discontented  jaw : 
Oh  let  me  Nature's  simple  smile  pursue, 

And  pick  even  .Pleasure  from  a  Straw  1 
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ODE  xr. 

Treat  Sovereigns,  Sirs,  with  more  respect,  I  beg: 
To  Thrones,  with  due,  decorum  make  a  leg  ; 

Even  those  are  sacred,  though  but  empty  Chairs : 
Tiiere  lurks  in  Thrones  a  somethings  though  but  woody 
That  thrills  witli  awe  the  vulgar  mass  of  blood, 

And  fills  the  mouth  and  eye  with  gapes  and  stares. 

Wishing  by  no  means  to  af&ont, 
I  wonder  what's  the  meaning  on*t. 

Louis  Quatorze  was  quite  the  Frenchman's  God ; 
Who  made  all  Nations  tremble  at  his  nod ; 

Married  Scarron's  old  Widow,  dry  and  frowsy ; 
Got  deep  in  debt,  the  constable  out-ran ; 
And,  to  complete  the  fiaurce,  thb  God-like  maa 

Died — lousy*. 

The  Crown,  so  powerful,  made  him  every  thing: 
There's  somewhat  marvellous  in  it,  I  must  own. 
Lo!  folly  b  mtf  folly  on  a  Tbnme; 
,  For  Whiting*!  Eyes  are  Diamonds  in  a  King. 

•  Ht  actHlly  hid  te  flMfiwfMlMifM^ 
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I  dare  not  say  that  no  exception  springs 
Against  this  mighty  magic  power  of  Kings. 
Not  all  a  Monarch's  smiles,  and  powers  of  place, 
Can  wipe  Vulgarity  from  Brudeneirs  Face ; 
Nor,  though  a  whole  eternity  they  try, 
Blot  Art,  infernal  Art,  from  Hawkesbury's  eye; 
Kot  heast  from  Salisbury,  who  no  legend  needs, 
Pertness  from  Dick,  and  Vacancy  frrai  Leeds. 


ODE  xn. 

Lo !  Majesty  admireth  yon  &ir  Dome  * ; 

And  deemeth  that  he  is  admired  again. 
The  King  is  wedded  to  it ;  'tis  his  home  : 

He  watches  it ;  and  loots  it,  even  to  pain. 
And  yet  this  lofty  Dome  is  heard  to  say, 
"  PcA,  poh !  pox  take  your  love ;  away,  away  !^ 

To  dus,  with  energy  I  answer,  "  Shame !" 
Sodi  bad  behaviour  puts  me  in  a  flame : 
Thb  is  unseemly,  nay,  ungratefril  carriage ; 
And  brings  to  mind  a  little  Ode  to  Marriage. 

•  Tbe  Royal  Academy. 


YOL.  II.  2  £ 
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ODE  TO  HYMEN; 

THE  HECTIC. 

God  often  million  charming  things ; 
Of  whom  our  Milton  so  divinely  sings, 

Once  dove-tail'd  to  a  Devil  of  a  Wife ! 
Hymen,  how  comes  it  that  I  am  so  slighted  ? 
Why  with  thy  mysteries  am  I  not  delighted, 

Which  I  have  tried  to  peep  on  half  my  life  ? 

God  of  the  down-clad  chains,  dfepel  the  mist: 
Oh  put  me  speedily  upon  thy  list ! 
A  Civil  List,  like  that  of  Kings,  I  m  told. 
Bringing  in  swelling  bags  of  glorious  gold. 

What  have  I  done,  to  lose  thy  good  opinion? 

Against  thee  was  I  ever  known  to  rail ; 
And  say  (abusing  thus  thy  sweet  dominion), 

"  Curse  me  if  this  boy's  Trap  shall  catch  my  Tafl 
No,  no:  I  pndse  thy  Knot  with  bellowing  breath; 
Which,  like  Jack  Ketch's,  seldom  ^lips  till  death. 
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Lo !  'midst  the  hoUow-sounding  vault  of  night, 
Deep-coughing  by  the  taper's  lonely  lights . 

The  hopeless  Hectic  foils  his  eye-balls,  sighing  : 
"  Sleep  on,"  he  cries,  and  drops  the  tenderest  tear; 
Then  kisses  his  Wife's  Cherub-cheek  so  dear: 

'^  Blest  be  thy  slumbers.  Love,  though  I  am  dying : 

"  Ah !  while  thou  sleepest  with  the  sweetest  breath, 

/  pump,  for  Life,  the  putrid  well  of  Death ; 

/  feel  of  Fate's  hard  hand  th'  oppressive  pow'r ; 

/  count  the  iron  tongue  of  every  hour, 

That  seems  in  Fancy's  startled  ear  to  say, 

^  Soon  must  thou  wander  from  thy  Wife  away.' 

"  Dread  sound !  too  solemn  for  the  soul  to  bear, 

Murmuring  deep  melancholy  on  my  ear : 

And  sullen,  lingering ;  as  if  loth  to  part. 

And  ease  the  terrors  of  my  fiuntmg  heart. 

Yet,  though  /  pant  for  life,  sleep  f  Aon,  my  Dove ; 

For  well  thy  Constancy  deserves  my  Love.* — 

And,  lo !  all  young  and  beauteous,  by  his  side, 
His  soft,  fresh-blooming,  incense-breathing  Bride, 

Whose  cheek  the  dream  of  nq>turoa8  kiueB  warms, 
Anticipates  her  Spouse's  wish  so  good ; 
Feels  Love's  wild  ardours  tingling  through  her  YAooA^ 

And  pants  amidst  a  second  Husband's  arms : 

2  e2 
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Now  opes  her  eyes,  and,  turning  round  her  head, 
''  fFander^  the  Jilt hy/dlow  is  not  dsadr 


ODE  xm. 

You  quarrelled  with  Sir  Joshua  some  time  since, 
Of  Painters  easily  allowed  the  Prince ; 

The  Emperor,  let  me  say  without  a  flattery : 
Yet  wantonly  against  this  Emperor,  lo ! 
An  overflowing  tub  of  bile  to  show, 

You  foolish  planted  an  infernal  battery. 

The  ^lind  of  Man  is  vastly  like  a  Hive ; 
His  thou^ts  so  busy  ever,  all  alive. 

But  here  the  simile  will  go  no  further : 
For  Bees  are  making  koney  one  and  all ; 
Man's  Thoughts  are  busy  in  producing  gall^ 

Committing,  as  it  were,  self-murthen 

But  let  the  Spirit  that  surrounds  my  firame 
Sit  easy  on  it,  just  like  an  cdd  Shoe : 

When  DisappcMntment  sets  my  house  in  flune. 
Let  Reason  all  she  can  to  quendi  it  dou 

Reason  has  engines  plentiful  and  stout^ 

With  water  at  mmmanri,  to  pot  it  out* 


i 
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1  hate  to  hear  men  quairellidg  through  life, 
Themselves  the  fabricators  of  the  strife ; 
For  ever  shunting,  with  a  Hound-like  nose, 
That  Hornet's  Nest,  the  tribe  of  Woes : 
And  when  the  Woes  invited  greet  'em, 
They  wonder  how  the  devil  they  meet  'em. 


ODfi  XIV. 

Ah  !  could  you  wish  your  President  to  change  *  ? 
Ah !  could  you.  Pagans,  after  false  Gods  range  ? 
Swop  soUd  Reynolds  for  that  shadow  West  ? 
In  Love-affairs,  Variety's  no  sin  : 
Travellers  may  change  at  any  time  their  Inn  : 
Here  *tis  Paint-blasphemy,  I  do  protest. 

In  Love's  warm  regions  I  should  like,  I  own, 
'Midst  different  climes  to  fix  my  throne  : 

David's  physicians  order'd  Change  of  Dame  f. 
And,  lo !  t'  improve  our  Cows,  we  bid  'em  pass 
Into  variety  of  Grass  : 

With  BiUlSj  I  guess,  th'  advantage  is  the  same. 

*  Tbe  Antlior  lias  tame  reason  to  imapne  that  a  part  of  the  Academic  Re- 
beflkm  was  meant  to  attack  the  President;  the  disappearance  of  whose  Works 
in  tibe  present  Exhibition,  has  been  Ihtal.  One  Pictore  from  Sir  Joshua's  hand 
would  ha? e  atoned  for  a  host  of  Danbs. 

t  Abishag,  the  fair  Slmmunmite. 
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And  as  I  Monsieur  Cupidon  employ, 
lo  manufacture  Pieces  of  my  joy, 

I  would  not  mad  run  counter  to  the  fashion. 
A  little  Sylvia,  with  the  sweetest  smile, 
Possesses  power  some  moments  to  beguile, 

And  in  Elysium  lap  the  prettiest  passion : — 

But  not  toujours  perdriv,  the  vulgar  thing ! 

Then,  Pleasure  soon  would  spread  her  wanton  wing: 

No,  no  :  Variety  the  game  must  start ; 

Come  oft,  and  make  her  curtsey  to  my  heart ; 

And,  like  the  Orange-girls,  my  taste  to  suit, 

Cry,  '' Choice  of  fruit;  tine  fruit,  Sir;  choice  of  fruit." 

Dull  Constancy  is  quite  a  Quaker's  Hat; 

So  formal,  chano:eless,  in  its  m-eat  broad  brim : 
Variety's  a  tine  young  playful  Cat; 

A  hopeful  in^p  of  spirit,  sport,  and  \\him; 
Who,  when  all  other  objects  fail, 
Huns  after  its  own  tail. 
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ODE  XV. 

Dead  is  Idolatry^  and  ieasnt  the  praise 
That  Sceptred  People  meet  with  now-a-days : 

All  unmolested,  lo !  the  Virtues  sleep. 
Their  roof  with  fan*  applause  but  rarely  rings : 

Sweet  Panegyric  moves  with  Snail-like  Creep, 
But  Defamation  on  the  lightnmg's  Wings. 

Too  pleased  to  pluck  the  soaring  plume  of  PowV, 
You  bless  an  opposition-hour : 

Too  fond,  alas !  of  roasting  harmless  Kings. 
Too  well  I  know  what  freedoms  you  would  take : 
Beat  the  dear  Creatures  just  like  Bears  at  stake ; 

Just  like  a  poor  tame  Gull's,  would  clip  their  wings : 

Poor  Bird,  whom  fate  oft  cruelly  assails ! 

Forced  frcrni  his  bold  aerial  height, 

Sweeping  the  Sun  lunidst  his  flight, 
To  hop  a  Garden,  and  hunt  Snails. 

Such  is  the  fiate  of  Louis  Seize^ 
Whom  Pity  with  a  ^h  surveys ; 
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Whom  Frenchmen  daringly  have  laid  a  curb  on : 
Who  now  no  more  Jiill  rot/ally  indites ; 
No  more  "  Sic  void"  to  his  Kingdom  writes, 

But,  "  I'm  your  humble  servant,  Louis  Bourbon. 

Lettres-de-cachety  now  no  longer  known, 
Shall  lull  no  more  an  Empire's  idle  groan ; 
Bastilles,  those  schoob  of  peace  and  sfiveet  morality^ 
Instruct  no  more  the  Mob,  and  Men  of  Quality. 

Bastilles,  the  haunt  of  philosophic  gloom. 
Surround  the  imps  of  Liberty  no  more : 
In  dust  each  iron  and  colossal  door. 

Which  closed  in  thunder  on  a  rebel's  room ; 

That,  pealing  with  reverberated  sound. 

Rung  through  the  caverns  of  the  dread  profound ; 

Where  Meditation  ponder'd,  pensive  maid ; 

And  Horror,  Death-like,  paused  upon  the  shade. 

Oh  let  us  cherish  then  the  Royal  race. 

The  fount  of  honour  jfreedonij  pension^  place!— ^ 

On  me  would  Kings  their  treasure^iwg^  away^ 

Most  humbly  grateful  would  I  say, 
"  Thus  Libya's  Forests  a  kind  shade  supply. 

And  for  the  meanest  Savage  form  a  den ; 
And  thus  the  Mountains  that  invade  the  sky, 

Kind  in  their  shaggy  bosoms  warm  the  Wren.*' 


»f 
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ODE  XVI. 

Amid  the  deepening  gloom  of  time 
I^rpuny  Names  shall  scarce  appear ; 

While  those  of  Kings,  in  characters  sublime, 
Shall  blazing  bid  a  World  revere : 

Their  peerless  acts,  with  cccry  virtuous  quality, 

Shall  grace  the  Pyramid  of  Immortality. 

There  shall  their  glorious  Names  be  seen  so  bright 
As  on  a  Birth  or  Coronation  Nighty 

Amidst  the  evening's  honoured  shade, 
Fast  by  the  Grocer's  or  the  Chandler's  shop, 
Or  Lace  or  Pinman,  or  the  Man  of  Mop, 

By  loyal  Thumb-bottles  display'd ; 
That,  burning  virith  a  rival  glow, 
Beam  on  the  gaping  Multitude  below. 

« 

Know,  when  we  slumber,  not  so  sleeps  the  King* 
He  watches;  yes,  he  ponders  through  the  night: 

To  buried  Genius  lends  2l  fancied  wing, 
And  lifts  him  from  his  darkness  into  light 


486  THE  EIGHTS  OF  KINGS. 

Thus  nightly  on  the  Mevagizzy*  shore^ 

When  Horror  breathes  upon  the  heaving  deep^ 

Amid  the  wild  and  solemn  roar. 
These  eyes  have  seen  the  crafty  Heron  creep ; 
Now  dart  his  beak  so  sharp  for  Fish's  bloody 
And  snatch  a  wriggling  Conger  from  the  flood. 

Here  differeth  this  comparison  of  ours : 
The  King  preservethy  but  the  Fowl  devours. 


ODE  XVIL 

Go,  Sirs,  with  Halters  round  your  wretched  necks, 
Which  some  Contrition  for  your  crime  bespeaks, 

And  much-offended  Majesty  implore. 
Say,  piteous,  kneeling  in  the  Koyal  view : 
^^  Have  pity  on  a  sad  abandon'd  crew ; 

And  we,  great  King,  will  sin  no  more : 
Forgive,  dread  Sir,  the  crying  sin, 
And  Mister  Laurence  shall  come  in.** 

Your  hemp  cravats,  your  prayer,  your  Tyburn  imen, 
May  pardon  gain  from  our  good  King  and  Queeo^ 

•  A  fiihBiK-tofni  HI  CoffBwaO. 
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For  they  are  not  inexorable  people ; 
Although  you  thus  have  run  their  patience  hard ; 
And  though  you  are,  to  such  great  folk  compared. 

Candle-extinguishers  to  some  high  Steeple. 

For  Kings  (I  speak  it  tx>  their  vast  aj^ause) 

Can  pardon^  if  you  let  theai  gam  their  cause : 

So  gracious,  they  will  give  you  such  kind  lo6ka 

As  fell  upon  the  shaved  and  humble  Cooks ; 

Kind  as  a  Gardener's  charitabk  eye  [ 

On  some  crusKd  Snail,  or  bird-limed  Fly; 

Kind  as  the  Epicure's,  who,  fond  of  Mites, 

Mingleth  compassion  with  his  bites. 

How  vile,  to  make  the  front  of  Monarchs  lour ! 
I  see  him,  all  like  Vinegar  so  sour, 

Look  black;  but  still  Good-humour's  in  bis  soul : 
And  now  I  mark  it,  stealing  forth  so  sweet ; 
Stream  of  for^veness,  what  a  treat ! 

I  see  his  eye,  with  love  re-kindling,  roll. 

Thus,  when  the  Demon  of  the  Storm  has  driven 
The  Sun,  that  youth  of  splendour,  from  his  heaven, 

Drown'd  every  vale,  and  blasted  every  bloom ; 
Cast  o'er  poor  Nature's  smile  a  sable  shroud. 
Each  beauty  blotted  with  his  inkiest  cloud. 

And  given  a  cheerful  World  to  gloom : 
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Lo !  through  the  giaot  shade,  a  lonely  Ray 
Peeps  from  the  opening  west  with  timid  air 

(Till  forced  by  shouldering  clouds  away), 
Informing  man,  "  To-morrow  will  be  fair." 

Oh,  had  you  reverenced  a  great  King's  commands. 
What  troubie  be  had  taken  off  your  hands ! 
For  Art  you  had  not  ranged  the  Realm  around : 
His  keener  eye  the  precious  Gem  had  Jhund. 
Then  what  an  honour^  to  have  seen  appointed 
Your  very  Nightman  by  the  Lord's  Anomted ! 


ODE  XVIII. 

A  LITTLE  more,  and  I  have  done: 
Hie  Muse's  tittle-tattle  must  go  on. 

The  World  is  very  fond  of  calling  "  Fool :" 
It  looks  with  rapture  on  a  simple  head ; 
Of  puerilities  the  rich  hot-bed. 

So  pleasing  to  the  taste  of  Ridicule : 
Rare  crops ;  that,  thickening  into  life, 
Start,  like  Asparagus,  to  tempt  the  knife. 

And,  should  the. head  belong  to  some  great  Duke, 
Hawk  Satire  eyes  it  with  the  keenest  look : 
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Still,  should  the  owner  hap  to  be  a  King, 
Sharp  for  her  quarry,  how  she  prunes  her  wing ! 
Such  is  the  proneness  to  assail  great  folk, 
And  make  High  Birth  and  State  a  standing  Joke, 

Oh  for  an  ointment  to  destroy  the  scab 
Caird  Envy !  which,  alas,  too  many  know. 

The  Heart  should  be  a  Medlar,  not  a  Crab ; 

Milk,  and  not  Verjuice,  from  its  fount  should  flow  2 

But  Greatness,  Sun-like,  from  the  muddy  stream 

Draws  the  foul  Vapour  that  obscures  its  beam. 

Indeed  the  People  are  a  lawless  crew : 
Why  strive  I  then,  Quixotic,  to  reform  ? 

As  soon  a  Feather  may  the  Waves  subdue. 
And  Spiders  bind  the  pinions  of  the  Storm. 

Yet  'tis  not  strange  that  Kings  should  lose  repute, 

Considering  Man's  so  great  a  Brute. — 
Even  Saints  themselves  have  lost  their  reputation : 

Rome  formerly  had  thirty  thousand  gods ; 

And  now,  I  warrant  ye,  'tis  odds 
They  own  scarce  one  through  all  the  Romish  Nation. 

Alas !  who  now  believes  in  sticks  and  stones. 
Old  rags,  and  hair,  and  marrow-bones  ? 
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Saint  Agnes,  that  sweet  Lady  void  of  sin, 
Was  stripped,  poor  Gentlewoman !  to  her  skill ; 

And,  for  Religion,  carried  to  the  Stews  : 
When,  as  the  Lady  was  so  bare, 
God  gave  her  such  a  quantity  of  Hair 

As  reach'd  unto  her  very  Shoes. 

When  to  the  Bawdy-house  arrived  the  Dame, 
An  Angel  from  above  commissioned  came. 
And  spread  around  her  such  a  heavenly  light 
As  dazzled  every  body  s  sight. 

However,  a  young  Officer*,  a  buck. 
Wishing  prodigiously  to  haxfi  a  looky 

Dash*d  forth,  to  pierce  the  middle  of  the  light, 
Meaning  to  violate  the  Dame  so  good ; 
Which  meaning  when  the  Devil  understood, 

He  choakd  the  wanton  rogue  outright 

Such  is  the  tale,  true  every  crumb  ; 
Now  no  more  heeded  than  Tom  Thumb. 

•  The  loo  of  ft  Prefect. 
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TO  MR.  PITT. 

Dear  as  a  Diamond  to  the  Best  of  Queens ; 

Dear  as,  to  Cormorants,  of  Fish  a  shoal ; 
Dear,  to  a  Germaa  Hog  as  beds  of  Beans  ; 

Dear  as  a  Sixpence  saved,  to  Misery's  soul ; — 

Dear  as  the  Doctors'  Bill  to  this  good  Nation, 
Which  Parliament  with  tears  oijoy  survey'd ; 

Which  brought  about  a  much-desired  salvation, 
For  which  the  Doctors  have  been  poorly  paid  ;-^ 

Dear  as  the  Royal  Message  to  the  Nation, 
By  which  more  money  humbly  is  implor'd ; 

"  More  Money  for  the  Children's  Education ; 
Hard  times !  more  money  for  the  Children's  Board* ;" 

Dear  as  to  vaUant  Gloucester  Sword  and  Gun ; 

Dear,  as  a  Dock-leaf  to  a  hungry  Ass ; 
Dear,  to  the  famed  George  Selwyn  as  a  Pun ; 

Dear  as,  to  Legs  of  Mutton,  Ciq>er-sauce; — 

*  Wfaataniggrardlytetof  RepretoitetifesweMDd  toFu&flieBtl  T^nffer 
hii  Migegty  so  freqmentJf  to  be  beggiiig  for  «  Uttle  Money,  is  ahamdiil  in  the 
extreme.  In  GocPs  name,  let  him  hire  the  Treanry  ^  miee.  Hmi  hi  been 
worth  ten  or  eleven  Mfflioni,  an  ecottOBiy  wwli  kme  hen  pardonable. 
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Dear  as  the  voice  of  Flattery  to  the  Proud ; 

Dear  as  to  Hackney-coachmen  signs  of  Rain, 
Who  count  their  shillings  in  a  coming  cloud j 

And,  piouSy  pray  for  Noah's  flood  again : — 

So  dear  to  Monarchs  is  that  idol  Pow'r ; 

Sadear  is  prompt  Obedience  to  a  King. 
Far,  of  Resistance  be  the  trying  hour ! 

God  bless  us,  what  a  melapcholy  thing ! 

Yet  opposition-fraught  to  Royal  wishes, 
Quite  counter  to  a  gracious  King's  commands, 

Behold !  th'  Academicians,  those  strange  Fishes, 
For  Wheatley*  lifted  their  unhallowed  hands. 

So  then  !  those  fellows  have  not  learnt  to  crawl. 
To  play  the  Spaniel,  lick  the  foot,  and  fawn  ? 

Oh,  be  their  bones  by  tigers  broken  all ! 

Pleased,  by  wild  horses  could  I  see  them  drawn.- 

O  Pitt !  with  thee  I'm  sorry,  very  sorry : 
Not  make  a  poor  Associate — such  a  thing! 

IVho  tried  to  tarnish  thus  the  Royal  glory  ? 
JVhat  Rebel  balloted  against  his  King  ? 

•  Tbe  RiTsl  Candidate  of  Mr.  Lanmiee. 
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Then,  Sir,  be  is  so  bountiful  9l  man ! 

A  Cataract  of  Charity,  111  say. 
Inform  me  any  body,  if  you  can, 

Unmark'd  by  liberality  a  day. 

Where'er  he  walks,  where'er  his  wild  career. 

Through  Cheltenham,  Weymouth,  £xon,  Plymouth, 

lo, 
With  joy  his  staring  Subjects  all,  so  dear, 
See  from  each  step  a  Stream  of  Glory  flow. 

Thus,  when  that  pretty  animal  an  Ass, 

At  night,  on  pavement  gallops  like  the  Wind ; 

fire  kindling  at  his  heels,  behold  him  pass ! 
How  bright  the  Sparkles  that  hop  out  behind ! 

Nurs'd  on  the  Dunghill  of  the  Smiles  of  Kings, 
What  Mushrooms  daily,  to  surprise  us,  start ! 

So  nimbly  the  fair  vegetable  springs  : 
Such  warmth  prolific  can  a  smile  impart. 

Such  is  of  Royalty  the  envied  power. 

Then  perish  every  Academic  plant ! 
Oh,  may  they  feel  nor  sun,  nor  fostering  shower ! 

Blow  round  them,  O  ye  cold,  cold  Winds  of  Want ! 

VOL.  ir.  Q  F 
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What  Nabob  Structures  rise,  with  wings  outspread. 
Whose  owners'  necks  well  merit  to  be  lopp'd ! 

With  what  sublimity  they  lift  the  head, 

By  Death  and  Ruin  s  Atlas-shoulders  propp'd ! 

4 

r  •  .  -  •  • 

But  such  thy  Master's  purity  of  soul, 

His  eyes  upon  the  Sword  of  Justice  feast : 

"  Curse  on  the  Pearl,"  he  cries,  "  by  rapine  stole ! 
Curse  on  the  Diamonds  of  the  bleeding  East  I 

"  Curse  on  the  villains  that  whole  realms  despoil ! 

Curse  on  the  cruel  hand"  we  hear  him  cry 
"  That  steals  the  fruit  of  Labour's  honest  toil, 

And  draws  the  tear  of  blood  from  Pity's  eye  !** 

O  Pitt !  what  punishment  shall  we  contrive, 
To  suit  this  saucy  self-important  crew  ? 

How  shall  we  smoke  this  Academic  Hive, 
That  stinging  makes  us  look  so  very  blue  f 

Oh,  bid  our  Monarch  draw  his  purse-strings  tight ; 

Contract  his  open  Heart,  of  Giant  stature ; 
Use  every  species  of  little  spite^ 

And  violate^/br  once  his  noble  nature. 
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Oh,  bid  our  Sovereign  take  it  not  to  heart ; 

For  downright  Brutes  are  Britons,  nine  in  ten : 
At  curbs  and  whips  behold  us  Asses  start, 

And  insolently  claim  the  Rights  of  Men ! 

And  yet,  I  moderation  wish  to  Kings  : 

Yes,  yes ;  they  should  be  merciful^  though  strong. 
As  Sceptres  have  been  found  in  France  with  wingSy 

One  would  not  lose  an  Empire  for  a  Sotig. 


ODES  TO  MR.  PAINE, 

AUTHOR  OF  ''  RIGHTS  OF  MAN/' 

ON  THE  INTENDED  CELEBRATION  OF  THE  DOWNFALL  OF  THE 

FRENCH  EMPIRE, 

BT  A  SET  OF  BRITISH   DEMOCRATS^ 
ON  THE  14TH  OF  JULY. 


AuDB  afiqnid  brevibiit  OyariSy  Tel  Carcere  dignam, 
SiTseflseAfiqiu.  JumrAL. 


ODES  TO  MR.  PAINE. 


ODEL 

O  Paine  !  thy  vast  endeavour  I  admire. 
How  brave  the  hope,  to  set  a  Realm  on  fire ! 

Ambition  smiling  praised  thy  giant  wish. 
Compared  to  thecj  the  man,  to  gain  a  name. 
Who  to  Diana's  temple  put  the  flame, 

A  simple  Minnow  to  the  Prince  of  Fish. 

Say,  didst  thou  fear  that  Britain  was  too  bleit. 
Of  Peace  thou  most  delicious  Pest  ? 
How  shameful  that  this  Pin's  Head  of  an  Isle, 
While  half  the  Globe's  in  grief,  should  wear  a  amilel 
How  dares  the  Wren  amidst  his  hedges  sing. 
While  Ea^es  droop  the  beak,  and  flag  the  wing? 

Oh !  must  the  scythe  of  Desolation  sleep  ; 
So  keen  for  carnage,  stay  its  mighty  sweep? 

And  Havoc  on  his  Hunter  drop  his  lash ; 
Spurr'd,  arm'd,  and  ripe  to  storm  with  groans  the  Sky, 
To  chase  an  Empire,  and  enjoy  the  cry, 

The  cry  of  Millions? — what  a  g]Lono\i%  cx«&Vk\ 
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What  pity  thy  combustibles  Mere  bad ! 

How  Death  had  grinn'd  delight,  and  Hell  been  glad, 

To  see  our  liberties  overturning ; 
And  War,  whose  expectation  tip-toe  stood, 
Ready  for  hills  of  slain,  and  seas  of  blood, 

Who  drops  his  Death's-head  Flag,  and  puts  on 
mourning ! 

Why,  Cur-like,  didst  thou  sneak  a^'ay,  nay  fly  ? 
Dread'st  thou  of  anger'd  Justice  the  sharp  eye  ? 

Return,  and  bring  Mesdames  Poissardes  along ; 
And  lo,  with  Friendship's  squeeze  and  fire  to  meet  em. 
And  oaths  of  every  hue  to  greet  'em. 

The  Sisterhood  of  Billingsgate  shall  throng. 

The  jails  may  open  all  their  dreary  cells, 
Where  Horror  brooding  on  damnation  dwells, 

And  vomit  forth  their  grisly  bands ; 
Surrounded  by  this  squalid  host, 
Paine  shall  their  leader  be,  and  boast : 

Pdne,  Gordon,  and  Rebellion,  shall  shake  hands. 

Importance,  in  a  nut-shell  hide  thy  head ! 

/  deem'd  myself  a  Dare-devil  in  Rhyme ; 

To  xvhisper  to  a  King  of  modem  time, 
And  try  to  strike  a  Txos^  foible  dead  : 
Wliile  dauntless  thou  of  treason  makest  no  bones. 
But  strikest  at  K'mii$  thcnuelvcs  upon  their  Thrones. 
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ODE  n. 


Hell  hears  our  prayer :  all  is  not  lost 
Behold  a  chosen  few,  a  host. 

Stand  forth  the  champions  of  the  glorious  cause ! 
The  jails  are  opening :  hark,  the  iron  doors ! 
Chains  clank,  the  brazen  throat  of  Tumult  roars ; 

And  lo,  the  destin'd  Victims  of  the  Laws  ! 
Disgorged,  they  pour  in  darkening  tribes  along^ 
And  mingle  with  our  Democratic  throng. 

Bedlam  unlocks  her  melancholy  cells ; 

Forth  rush  the  Maniacs  grim,  with  joyful  yells ; 

They  tear  their  blankets,  clap  their  frenzied  hands  : 
They  grind  their  teeth,  they  dance,  they  foam,  they  stare; 
They  rend  with  bulrsts  of  laughter  wild  the  air ; 

And  join,  they  know  not  why,  our  thickening  bands. 

Thou  Sun,  withdraw  thy  hated  day. 

To  Elthiop  Darkness  yield  thy  reign : 
And  hide  in  clouds,  O  Moon,  thy  ray, 

Nor  peep  upon  our  spectre  scene ! 
Though  faint  thy  solitary  light, 
We  feel  thy  feeble  beam  too  bright. 
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Ah,  Peace,  thy  triumph  now  is  o'er ; 
Thy  cheek  so  cheerful  smiles  no  more ; 

Thine  eye  with  disappointment  glooms. 
Our  Music  shall  be  Nature's  cry : 
Our  ears  shall  feast  on  Pity's  Sigh : 

Lo,  haggard  Death  prepares  his  tombs ! 

Hot  with  the  fascinating  grape,  we  reel ; 
The  full  proud  spirit  of  Rebellion  feel. — 

Son  of  Sedition,  daring  Paine, 
While  speech  endues  thy  treason-tongue, 
Bid  the  roof  ring  with  damned  Song, 

And  Erebus  shall  echo  back  the  Strain. 


SONG  BY  MR.  PAINEL 

Come,  good  fellows  all ;  Confusion's  the  toast, 

And  success  to  our  excellent  cause : 
As  we've  nothing  to  bsCy  lo,  nought  can  be  lost ; 

So  perdition  to  Monarchs  and  Laws  ! 

France  shows  us  the  way,  an  example  how  great ! 

Then  like  France  let  us  stir  up  a  riot : 
May  our  names  be  preserv'd  by  some  damnable  feat, 

For  what  but  a  wretch  would  lie  quiet? 
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As  we  all  are  poor  rogues,  'tis  most  certainly  right, 
At  the  doors  of  the  rich  ones  to  thunder ; 

like  the  Thieves  who  set  fire  to  a  dwelling  by  night. 
And  come  in  for  a  share  of  the  plunder. 

Whoever  for  mischief  invents  the  best  plan, 
Best  murders,  sets  fire,  and  knocks  down, 

The  Thanks  of  our  Club  shall  be  given  to  that  man, 
And  hemlock  shall  form  him  a  Crown. 

Our  Empire  has  tower d  with  a  lustre  too  long: 

Then  blot  out  this  wonderful  Sun; 
Let  us  arm  then  at  once,  and,  in  confidence  strong, 

Complete  what  dark  Gordon  begun. 

But  grant  a  defeat ;  we  are  hang'd,  and  that's  all : 

A  punishment  light  as  a  feather. 
Yet  we  triumph  in  death ;  as  we  Catilioes  fedl, 

And  go  to  the  Devil  together. 
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TO  WHICH  18  ADDED 

AN  ODE  TO  MY  ASS; 

ALSO 

THE  MAGPIE  AND  ROBIN,   A  TALE; 

AN  APOLOGY  FOR  KINGS; 


AND 


AN  ADDRESS  TO  MY  PAMPHLET. 


ImUger  vUa^  tceleruqw  purui,  &c.  Uoii. 

Thb  Man  of  doTe-Uke  Innocence  a  sample^ 
So  sweet,  so  mild,— Mfie{f  now,  for  eiample,^ 
Disdains  of  Gossip  Fame  the  tittle-Uttle : 
He  begs  no  News-paper  to  fight  his  battle : 
Unmoyed,  with  equal  eye  on  all  he  looks; 
The  Lord's  Anointed,  and  his  lonsy  Cooks. 


I  DBBM'D  mde  Clamonr,  in  my  days  of  yonth. 
The  solemn  voice  of  all-conmianding  TWth; 

But  now,  no  more  creating  awe  and  wonder: 
Old  empty  Hogsheads,  ramblinf  m  a  Cart, 
That  make  some  people  gape,  and  stare,  and  start, 

As  well  may  tell  me,  *«  WeYe  the  noble  ThoBder/ 

P.PlVAAS. 
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Wide  gapes  the  thoughtless  mouth  of  moon-eyed 

wonder, 
While  "gun,  drum,  trumpet,  blunderbuss,  and  thunder,^ 

With  Calumny's  dark  Hounds,  the  Bard  pursue.-*- 
^  Bring  on  his  marrow-bones  th*  Apostate  down, 
The  Turncoat  is  a  Flatterer  of  the  Crown ; 

Bum  all  his  Verses,  bum  the  Author  too.'' 

Such  is  the  sound  of  Millions ;  such  the  roar 

Of  Billows  booming  on  the  rocky  shore. 

**  How  changed  his  note!"  they  cry :  "  now  spinning 

Rhymes, 
In  compliment  to  Monarchs  of  the  times, 

Who  lately  fek  no  mercy  from  his  raacour  1 
The  star-bediaen'd  Sycophants  of  State, 
Blue-ribbon d  Knaves,  have  bribed  his  jdiiant  hate: 

Behold  hkn  at  Saaat  James's  snug  at  anchor  T 
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Thus  on  my  ear,  so  patient  let  me  say. 

They  pour  their  roug^  rude  peals  of  groundless  Cla- 
mour; 
Battering  pell-mell  upon  my  Head  away. 

Just  like  on  Anvils  the  smith's  Sledge  and  Hammer. 

Howe'er  the  World  in  scorn  may  shake  its  head. 
Nor  knave  nor  fool  throu^  me  shall  current  pass ; 

Too  honest  yet,  I  thank  my  stars,  to  spread 
The  Muse's  Silver  o'er  a  lump  of  Brass. 

I  own  the  voice  of  Censure  very  proper : 
Greatly  resembling  a  Tobacco-stopper ; 
Confining  all  the  seeds  of  fire  so  stout. 
And  quick  in  growth  when  left  to  run  about. 

But  possibly  I'm  hardafd:  yes,  I  fear 

Her  frequent  strokes  have  form'd  a  callous  ear. 

There  was  a  time  when  Peter  ghost-like  stared 

When  Censure  thunder'd ;  stared  with  awe  profound : 

With  sighs,  to  deprecate  her  wrath,  prepared ; 
So  chiird  with  horror  at  the  solenm  sound. 

But  hardened,  soon  he  gave  his  ague  o'er ; 

Looked  up,  and  smiled,  and  thought  of  her  no  more. 
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Thus  when  an  Earthquake  bids  Jamaica  tremb 
On  Sunday  all  the  folks  to  Church  assemble, 

To  sooth  Jehovah,  so  devoutly  studying  : 
Prostrate  they  vow  .to  ke^p  his  holy  laws. 
Returning  home,  they  smite  their  hungry  craws, 

And  scarce  indulge  them  with  a  slice  of  pudding : 
Deeming,  in  earthquake  time,  a  dainty  Board 
A  sad  Abomination  to  the  Lord. 

Ere  Sunday  comes  again,  their  hearts  recover ; 
The  tempest  of  their  fears  blown  over, 

Fled  every  terror  of  the  Burning  Lake. 
They  think  they  have  no  business  now  with  Church ; 
So  calmly  leave  th'  Almighty  in  the  lurch, 

And  sin  it — ^till  ^e  gives  a  second  Shake.—- 

The  Ladies  too  have  joined  the  general  cry : 
What,  those  Divinities  in  Peter's  eye ! 

Angels  in  Petticoats ! — It  ill  behoves  *em. 
What!  bite  the  constant  Stentor  of  their  praise; 
Who  robbed  the  Muses  of  their  sweetest  Lays, 

To  tell  the  World  how  much  he  loves  *em ! 

The  Bard  who  vouches  for  their  harmless  souls^ 

And  Uke  another  Cicero  persuades ; 
The  frenzied  eye  of  admiration  rdls^ 

Ready  to  kneel  and  worship  'em!  O Jades! 
VOL.  ir.  2  o 
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Ladies  and  G^idemeD, 
Know  that  I  scorn  a  prostituted  pen : 
No  Royal  rotten  wood  my  Verse  veneers. 
Oh !  yield  me  for  a  moment,  yield  your  ears. 

Stubborn,  and  mean,  and  weak,  nay  fools  indeed, 
Though  Kings  may  be,  we  must  support  the  breed* 

Yet  join  I  issue  with  you :  yes,  'tis  granted, 
That  through  the  World  such  Royal  folly  rules. 
As  bids  us  think  Thrones  advertise  for  Jbols  ; 

Yet  is  a  King  a  Utensil  much  wanted : 

A  Screw,  a  Nail,  a  Bolt,  to  keep  together 
The  Ship's  old  leaky  Sides  in  stormy  weather ; 
Which  Screw,  or  Nail,  or  Bolt,  its  work  performs^ 
Though  downri^t  ignorant  of  Ships  and  Storma. 

/  I  knuckle  not :  I  owe  not  to  the  Great 
A  thimble-full  of  obli^tion ; 
Nor  luscious  Wife  have  I,  their  lips  to  treat, 
To  lift  me  to  Preferment's  sunny  station ; 

like  mmy  •  2k  gmtkmAn,  whom  Love  promote^ 
Whose  lofty  Fipot  the  Ray  of  Gold  adamsi 

Resembling  certain^,  most  i/^emoM  GoaU^ 
That  climb  up  proc^pio^a  by  tltoir  hgrnf. 
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I'm  not  obliged  (believe  my  honest  word) 
To  kiss — ^what  shall  I  oall't?— of  any  Lord :  \ 

Not  pepper-corn  adcnowledgraent  I  owe  'em ; 
Nay,  like  the  God  of  Truths  I  scarcely  know  'em. 

By  me  unpraised  are  Dukes  and  Earls; 
At  such  most  commonly  my  Satire  snarls : 
My  pride  like  thdrs^  the  high-nosed  elves. 
Who  love  what's  equal  only  to  themsehes. 

As  for  Court  Virtues,  wheresoever  they  lie^ 
I  leave  them  all  to.Mister  Laureat  Pye, 
The  fashionable  Bard  whom  Courts  revere ; 

Who  trotteth,  with  a  grave  and  goodly  pace,- 
Deep-laden  with  hb  Sovereign,  twice  a  year. 

Around  Pamassqs's  old  famous  base ; 
Not  only  proving  his  great  King  alwe^ 
But  that  like  Docks  the  Royal  Virtues  thrive* 

But  I'm  not  qualified  to  be  a  Hack ; 
Too  proud  to  carry  lumber  on  my  back. 
Too  dainty  is  my  Lady  Muse,  1  hope, 
Into  a  Coal-shed  to  convert  her  Shop ; 
Her  shop  indeed  a  very  handsome  room, 
Fill'd  with  rich  spioes  and  Paroa^iiaii  bloom. 

2  o  S 
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Court  Poets  must  cfreatCy  on  tfi^  rant, 
Make  something  out  of  nothing:  Lord,  I  can't ! 
Bards  must  bid  Virtues  crowd  on  Kings  in  soHirms, 

However  from  such  company  remoi^e  ;   " 
Just  as  good-natured  Heralds  make  up  arms 

For  Nabob-robbers  bom  without  a  coat. 

I'm  a  poor  botching  Taylor  for  a  Court, 

Low-bred  on  liver  and  what  Clowns  call  mugget  * ; 
Besides,  what  greatly  too  my  gains  would  hurt, 

I  cannot  sew  Gold  Lace  upon  a  DrtiggeL 

Say  not  I'm  /umV  towards  the  sceptred  Great. 
Talk  not  of  Kings ;  I  deem  one  half  a  Cheat: 

Felt  is  their  weakness ;  Husks,  mere  Husks  of  men. 
Yes,  they  create  Nobility,  I  know  it ; 

» 

The  veriest  idiot  of  them  all  can  do  it, 

And  on  the  Falcon's  perch  can  place  the  Wren. 

But  can  a  King  command  th'  ethereal  Flame 
That  clothes  with  Immortality  a  name? 

Oh,  could  the  race  that  Fire  ethereal  catch ! — 
But  no  such  privilege  to  Kings  is  given : 
So  very  Icfw  their  interest  lies  in  Heaven, 

They  can't  command  enough  to  light  a  match. 

•  Put  of  tbe  entrtib  of  certani  cattl*. 
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No,  Sirs,  and  therefore  pra^y  be  civil ; 
I've  not  yet  bargained  with  the  Devil. 

Yet  grant  me  sold ;  Fve precedents  a  store: 
Besides,  we  Poets  are  confounded  poor; 

And,  ah,  how  hard  to  starve,  to  please  Morality ! 
For  Hunger,  though  a  favourite  of  old  Saints, 
Whose  pinching  virtue  pious  History  paints, 

Is  reckoned  now  a  fellow  of  bad  quality  : 
Not  deem'd  a  gentleman  ;  can't  show  his  face, 
Even  where  Saint  Peter's  Children*  give  the  grace. 

A  rosy  Sinner,  Luxury  yclept, 

Long  in  his  place  hath  eat,  and  drunk,  and  slept 

Yes,  as  I've  said,  we  Bards  are  mostly  poor. 
Can  scarcely  drive  gaunt  Famine  from  the  door: 
That  Helicon's  a  hellish  stream,  God  knows ; 
Ah  me !  most  rarely  it  Pactolian  flows. 
Though  sharp  as  Hawks,  and  hungry  too,  and  thick. 
Few  are  the  golden  grains  that  Poets  pick; 
And  yet,  each  new  Adventurer  of  the  Nine 
Deems  all  Parnassus  one  mere  Golden  Mine. — 

All  this  by  way  of  wild  Digression : 
And  now  for  my  Political  Confession. 

•  Afdibiibapi^  Birivpi*  &e. 
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^g^>  y^  CrowD-ttid^Aiichor  Sumers, 
I  reprobate  your  Revolution  Dinners. 
Nature  at  times  makes  wretched  wares. 
Among  the  smiling  Com  like  Tares : 

Men  with  such  miserable  souls. 
Nought  pleases,  from  the  moment  of  their  birth ; 
With  horror  for  a  while  they  blot  the  Earth, 

Then  Crab-like  crawl  into  their  Burying-holes. 

How  like  a  dreary  dull  December  Day, 
That  shows  hb  muddy  discontented  head. 

Lours  on  the  World  awhile,  then  moves  away 
In  gloom  and  sullenness  to  bed ! 

Have  not  our  Revolution  Host  a  few 
Of  souls  of  this  same  Etbiop  hue? 

Permit  me.  Sirs,  to  tell  you,  ye  are  mad ; 
Your  case,  although  not  mortal,  yet  quite  bad : 

An  ugly  Inflammation  of  the  Brain. 
Although  a  dull  Physician,  I  could  find 
Something  to  calm  the  hurry  of  the  mind. 

And  bring  you  back  to  common  sense  again. 
The  Stocks  would  do  it,  Gentlemen,  or  Jails : 
A  heavy  nostrum,  yet  it  rarely  fails. 
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* 

LOf  Drunkenness^  a  blustering,  bullying  blade, 
The  cock'd  hat  coii^eting  half  one  eye  so  brave ; 

As  though  dread  Valout  were  his  Meat,  his  trade, 
Nature  a  Driyeller,  and  the  World  his  Slave! 

He  rants,  roars,  prays,  howls,  swears ;  on  boldly  goes, 

To  seize  Sun,  Moon,  and  Planets,  by  the  nose ; 

When  lo.  Night's  long-staff 'd  Guardian  to  him  steaiSi 
Squints  with  one  eye  on  hhn,  and  ttken  the  other : 

To  pillow  well  his  head,  trips  up  his  heels; 

And  lays  him  on  old  Earth,  our  common  Mother.*'--^ 

Thence  at  the  Round-house,  in  about  an  hour, 
Renews  his  poor  debUitated  power 
Of  comprehending,  feeling,  hearing,  seeing; 
Yet  is  this  Watchman  tott  a  heavy  being.— 

Keel  up  lies  France :  long  may  she  keep  that  posture ! 

0 

Her  knavery,  folly,  on  the  rocks  have  tossM  her; 

Behold  the  thonsandii^  that  surround  the  wreck  1 
Her  cables  parted,  rudder  gatae. 
Split  all  her  sails,  her  main-mast  down, 

ChoakM  all  heir  pinnps,  broke  in  her  deck  j 
Sport  for  the  winds,  flie  UUorws  o'er  her  roll.— 
Now  am  I  glad  of  it  tHth  dl  my  Mul. 
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France  lifts  the  busy  Sword  of  Blood  no  more ; 

Lost  to  its  giant  grasp  tiie  withered  hand : 
Oh  say,  what  Kmgdom  can  her  fieite  deplore, 

The  dark  Disturber  of  each  happy  Land, 

To  Britain  an  insidious  damn'd  lago  ? — 
Remember,  Englishmen,  old  Cato's  cry, 
And  keep' that  patriot  model  in  your  eye; 

His  constant  cry,  ^*  Delenda  est  Carthago.^ 

France  is  xmr  Carthage ;  that  sworn  foe  to  truth. 
Whose  perfidy  deserves  th'  eternal  chain : 

And  now  she's  down,  out  British  Bucks  forsooth 
Would  lift  the  stabbing  Strumpet  up  again. 

Love  I  the  French?  By  Heavens,  *tis  no  such  matter: 
Who  loves  a  Frenchman,  wars  with  simple  nature. 
'    What  Frenchman  loves  a  Briton  ?  None. 
Yet  by  the  hand  this  enemy  we  take: 
Yes ;  blundering  Britons  bosom  up  the  Snake, 
And  feel  themselves,  too  late  indeed,  undone. 

The  converse  chaste  of  day,  and  eke  of  nigt^ ; 
The  kiss-clad  moments  of  supreme  delight. 
To  Love*s  pure  passion  only  due; 
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The  Seraph  sinile  that  soft-eyed  Friendship  weatrs. 
And  Sont>w'i$  balm  of  sympathiziqg  tears ; 
Those  iron  fellows  never  knew. 

For  this  I  hate  them.     Art,  all  varnishM  art ! 

This  doth  experience  every  -moment  prove : 
And  hollow  must  to  all  things  he  the  heart, 

That  foe  to  beauty,  which  deceives  in  love. 

Hear  me,  Dame  Nature,  on  those  Men  of  Cork  : 
Blush  at  a  Frenchman's  Heart,  thy  handiwork; 

A  Dunghill  that  luxuriant  feeds 

The  gaudy  and  the  rankest  weeds : 
Deception,  Grub-like,  taints  its  very  core, 
Like  Flies  in  Carrion.     Prythee,  make  no  more. 

Not  but  a  neighbouring  Nation  to  the  Fr^ich 
Have  morals  that  emit  a  stronger  stench, 

That  Christian  noses  scarcely  can  withstand: 
The  Heart  a  Dungeon,  hollow,  dark,  and  fonl ; 
The  dwelling  of  the  toad,  snake,  bat,  and  owl, 

Demons,  and  all  the  grimly  spectre  band. 

Mad  foob !  And  can  we  deem  the  French  profound^ 
And  pleased  their  infant  politics  embrace. 

Who  drag  a  noble  Pyramid  to  ground, 
Without  one  Pebble  to  supply  its  place  ? 
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Yet  they  are  ft^owed,  praised,  admired,  adored. 
Be  with  such  praise  these  ears  no  lixiger  bored! 
This  moment  could  I  prove  it  to  the  Nation  all. 
That  verily  a  Frenchman  is  not  rational. 

Yes,  Frendimen,  this  is  my  unvarying  creed, 
You  are  not  rational  indeed; 
So  low  have  fond  conceit  imd  folly  sunk  ye, 
Only  a  larger  kind  of  Monkey. 

**  What  art  thou  writing  now,**  the  World  exclaims, 

"  Thou  Man  of  Brass  T— 
Good  World,  no  names,  no  names:  I  beg,  no  names. 
Writing? — an  Ode  to  my  old  fovourite  Ass. 

Not  making  Royal  varnish;  no : 

My  Ass's  virtues  bid  my  numbers  flow : 

Peter  his  name,  my  Namesake,  a  good  beast; 

A  servant  to  my  fisunily  some  years.-^ 
To  me  b  Gratitude  a  Turtle-i^ast; 

It  is  a  vutue  that  my  soul  reveres: 
And  therefore  I've  been  finbricatbg  Metre 
AU  in  the  praise  of  honest  Peter. 
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O  TBOU^  my  solemn  friend^  of  man  despised ; 

But  not  by  tnc  despised,  respected  long ! 
To  prove  how  much  thy  qualities  are  prized. 

Accept,  old  Fellow-traveller,  a  Sopg. 

My  great  great  Ancestor,  of  Lyric  &me 
IminOTtal,  threw  a  glory  round  the  Horse ; 

Then,  as  I  light  my  Candle  at  his  Flame, 
That  candle  shall  illumine  thee  of  course. 

For  why  not  thou,  in  Works  and  Virtues  rich, 
In  Fame's  fair  temple  also  boast  a  niche  ? 
How  many  a  Genius,  'midst  a  vulgar  pack. 
Oblivion  stufis  into  her  sooty  sack : 
Calmly  as  Jew  Old-clothes  Men,  in  their  bags, 
Mix  some  great  man's  Laced  Coat  with  dirty  Rags ; 
Or  Satin  Petticoat  of  some  sweet  Maid, 
That  o'er  bet  beautia  cast  an  moiaus  shade  i 

And  what's  the  reason? — Reason  too  apparent: 
Ah !  "  quia  Fate  sacro  carent;'' 
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As  Horace  says,  that  Bard  divine, 
Whose  wits  so  fortunatelu  iimiD  with  mii 


Ah,  Peter,  I  remember,  oft,  when  tired 

And  most  unpleasantly  at  times  bemired, 

Bdd  hast  thou  said,  '^  111  budge  not  one  inch. further; 

And  now,  young  Master,  you  may  kick  or  murther,'' 

Then  have  I  cudgell'd  diee ;  a  fruitless  matter : 

For  'twas  in  vain  to  kick,  or  flog,  or  chatter. 

Though,  Balaam-like,  I  curs'd  thee  with  a  smack ; 
Sturdy  thou  dropp'dst  thine  ears  upon  thy,  back : 
And  trotting  retrograde,  with  wri^in^  tail. 
In  vain  did  I  thy  running  rump  assail ; 
For  lo,  between  thy  legs  thou  put'st  thine  head. 
And  gavest  me  a  Puddle  for  a  Bed. 

Now  this  was  fiur ;  the  actiod  bore  no  guile : 

Thou  duck'dst  me  not,  like  Judas,  with  a  smile. 

Oh  were  the  manners  of  some  Monarchs  suchj 
Who  smile  even  in  the  close  insidious  hour 
That  kicks  th'  unguarded  Minion  from  his  powV ! — 

But  this  is  asking  perhaps  of  Kings  too  muck. 

O  Peter !  Hale  didst  thou  thinky  I  ween. 
When  I  a  School-boy  on  thy  back  was  sqgg, 
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Riding  thee  oft,  in  attitude  uncouth ; 

For  Bridle,  an  old  Garter  in  thy  inouth ; 

Jogging  and  whistling  wild  o'er  hill  and  dale, 

On  sloes,  or  nuts,  or  strawberries,  to  regale :      ^'  -^^*  '  ^- 

I  say,  O  Peter !  /iV//e  didst  thou  think^    ' 
That  /,  thy  Naimesake,  in  immortal  ink 
Should  dip  my  pen,  and  rise  a  wondrous  Bard ; 
And  gain  such  Praise,  Sublimity's  reward  i — 

But  not  the  l^aurel,  honour  much  too  high; 
Given  by  the  King  of  Isles  to  Mister  Pye; 
Who  sings  his  Sovereign's  Virtues  twice  a  yeto, 
And  therefore  cannot  "  chronicle  Small  Beer.'* 

Yet,  simple  as  Montaigne,  I'll  tell  thee  true ; 
There  are,  who  on  my  Verses  look  asketv, 

And  call  my  Lyric  Lucubrations  stiiff^: 
But  I'm  a  modesty  not  uncdrinymge  elf, 
Or  I  could  say  such  things  about  myself— 

But  God  forbid  that  I  should  pufFI 

Yet  natural  are  selfish  Predilections : 

Like  Snakes,  they  writhe  about  the  heart's  affections^ 
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And  sometimes  too  iofiise  a  poiaonous  spirit ; 
Producing,  as  by  naturalists  I'm  told, 
Torpid  insensibility,  so  cold 

To  every  Brother  s  rising  merit. 

Wits  to  each  other  just  like  Loadstones  act, 
That  do  not  always  like  firm  friends  attract ; 
Though  of  the  same  rare  nature,  (strai^e  to  tell !) 
The  little  hardened  rogues  as  oft  rcptl. 

But  lo,  of  thet  ril  speal^  my  long-ear*d  ficiend ! — 
Great  were  tile  Wonders  oi  thy  Heek  of  yore  \ 

Victorious^  for  laced  hats  did^t  thou  contend ; 
And  ribbons  graced,  thy  ears,  a  gaudy  store. 

BufF  Breeches  too  have  crowned  a  proud  proud  day ; 
Not  Motiy  but  which  thy  rider  wore  away : 
Triumphant  strutting  tbrough  the  ivorld  be  strode, 
Great  soul !  deserving  aa  Olympic  Ode. 

Thy  Bravery  often  did  I  much  approve ; 
Raised  by  that  Queen  of  Passions,  Love. 
Whene  er  in  Love  s  delicious  fireiizy  crost 
By  loi^-ear'd  Brothers,  lo,  wert  thou  a  host ! 
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Love  did  thy  Lkm  Heart  with  courage  steel; 
Quicker  than  that  of  Veatris  moved  thy  Heel : 
Here,  there,  up,  down,  in,  out,  how  thou  didst  sooite  I 
And  then,  no  Alderman  could  match  thy  bite  i 


And  is  thy  race  no  more  revered  ? 
Indeed  'tis  greatly  to  be  fear'd ! 


Yet  shalt  thou  flourish  in  immortal  Song, 
To  me  if  Immortality  belong ; 

For  stranger  things  than  this  have  come  to  pass. 
Posterity  thine  history  shall  devour ; 
And  read  with  pleasure  Amv,  when  vernal  showV 

In  gay  profiision  raised  the  dewy  grass, 
I  led  thee  forth,  thine  appetite  to  please^ 
And  mid  the  verdure  saw  thee  up  to  knees : — 


Haw,  oft  I  plucked  the  tender  blade ; 

And,  happy,  haut  thou  camest  at  my  command ; 
And  wantoning  around,  as  though  afiraid, 

With  poking  neck  didjstpull  it  from  my  haiid'; 
Then  scamper,  kicking  frQlicsome,  away, 
With  wch  a  fascinating  bray  I 


464  ODE  TO  MY  ASS,  PETER. 

Where  oft  I  paid  thee  visits,  and  where  thou 
Didst  cock  with  happiness  thy  kingly  ears ; 

And  grin  so  witchingly,  I  can't  tell  how, 
And  dart  at  me  mch  friendly  leers ; 

With  such  a  smiling  head,  and  laughing  tail : 

And  when  I  moved,  haw  grieved  thou  seem'dst  to  say, 

"  Dear  Master,  let  your  humble  Ass  prevail ; 
Pray,  Master,  do  not  go  away.** — 

And  haw  (for  what  than  friendship  can  be  sweeter  7) 

I  gave  thee  grass  again,  O  pleasant  Peter ! 

And  haWj  when  Winter  bade  the  herbage  die. 
And  Nature  moum'd  beneath  the  stormy  sky ; 
When  waving  trees,  surcharged  with  chilling  rain. 
Dropped  seeming  tears  upon  the  harassed  plain ; 
I  gave  thee  a  good  stable,  warm  as  wool, 
With  oats  to  grind,  and  hay  to  pull : 
Thus,  while  abroad  December  ruled  the  day, 
How  Plenty  showed  within  the  blooming  May. 

And  lo,  to  future  times  it  shall  be  known, 
Haw^  twice  a  day,  to  comb  and  rub  thee  down, 

And  be  thy  Bed- maker  at  night. 
Thy  Groom  attended,  both  with  hay  and  oat ; 
By  which  thy  back  could  boast  a  handsome  Coat, 

And  laugh  at  many  a  fine  Court  Lord  and  Khicfat' 
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Whose  strutting  Coats  belong  perhaps  to  the  Taylor, 
And  probably  their  Bodies  to  the  Jailor. 

What  though  no  Dimples  thou  hast  got  ? 
Black  sparklmg  Eyes  (the  fashion)  are  thy  lot, 

And  oft  a  witching  Smile  and  cheerful  Laugh  : 
And  then  thy  cteanlinesSy  'tis  strange  to  utter ; 
Like  Sin  thy  heels  avoid  a  Pool  or  Gutter; — 

And  then  the  stream  so  daintily  dost  quaflf ; 
Unlike  a  Country  Alderman,  who  blows. 
And  in  the  mug  baptizeth  mouth  and  nose. 

What  though  I've  heard  some  Voices  sweeter  ? 
Yet  exquisite  thy  Hearing,  gentle  Peter. 
Whether  a  judge  of  music,  I  don't  know : 

If  so, 
Thou  hast  th'  advantage  got  of  many  a  score 
That  enter  at  the  Opera  door. 

Some  people  think  thy  Tones  are  rather  coarse ; 
Even  lovesick  Tones,  address'd  to  Lady  Asses, 
Octaves  indeed  of  wondrous  force : 

And  yet  thy  Voice  full  many  a  Voice  surpasses. 

Lord  Cardigan,  if  rightly  I  divine, 

Would  very  gladly  give  his  Voice  for  thine : 

VOL.  II.  S  H 
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And  Lady  Mount,  her  Majesty^s  ^oefoiP^t 
For  whom  perfumers,  barbers,  vainly  toil, 
(Poor  Lady !  who  has  quarrelled  with  the  Graces,) 
Would  very  willingly  change  Faces. 

How  honoured  once  wast  thou !  but  ah,  no  more ! — 
Thus  too,  demised  the  Bards  esteenid  of  yore. 
How  rated  once,  the  tuneful  Tribes  of  Greece ; 
Deem'd  much  like  Diamonds,  thousands  worth  apiece ! 

How  great  was  Pindar's  glory !  On  a  day, 
Entermg  Apollo's  Church  to  pray, 
The  Lady  of  the  sacred  Fane,  or  Mistress, 
(Or,  in  more  Qassic  term,  the  Priestess,) 
Addressed  him  witfi  ineffable  delight : 

'^  Great  Sir,"*  quoth  she,  *'  in  Pigs,  and  Sheep,  and 
Calves, 

Af aster  insists  upon't  that  you  go  hahes : 
To  Beef  hb  Godship  also  gives  you  right.** 

Thus  did  the  tiiain  most  hearty  dinners  make, 
Pindar  and  Phoebus  eating  steak  and  steak ; 
When  too  (Pausanias  says),  to  please  the  God, 
Between  each  mouthful  Pindar  sung  an  Ode. 

•  Her  BfiQcsty  it ■lw■yt^py)|r  to  hire  Lidj  Mount  Edfecuib  bjlMrade^ 
Mbeinf  MToftlMofliettwoiiieB  ui  Emlvid;  m  ibort,  hii  LoHriup  impHU- 
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Thus/iii^aDeit3r'^a5tWs  great  Poet.—  . 

Now  this  was  grand  in  Phdebusi  vastly  civJl. 
How  changed  are  things !  the  present  moments  show  it  i 

For  6ard  is  now  synonymous  vt^ith  Devil. 

Just  to  three  hundred  years  ago,  t  speak : 
How  simple  scholarship  was  wont  to  rule ! 

A  man  like  Doctor  Parr,  that  moutJid  but  Greeky 
Was  almost  worshipped  by  the  sage  and  Fool ; 

Deem'd  by  the  World  indeed  a  first-rate  star. — 

How  different  nofw  the  fate  of  Doctor  Parr ! 

«      -  .A 

Unknown  he  walks ;  his  name  no  infants  lisp : 
Not  only  reckoti'd  Mt  a  First-rate  Star 
Is  this  our  Greek  man,  Doctor  Parr, 

But,  Gods !  not  equal  to  a  Will-o'-wisp. 

Plague  on  t !  how  niggardly  the  trump  of  Fame^ 
That  wakes  not  Bellendenus  on  the  shelf!* 

The  World  so  still  too  on  the  Doctor  s  name^ 
The  man  is  really  forced  to  praise  himself, 

*  Tlie  Preftce  toBeBeiideiiiH  wu  a  cmp  ^ivwiof  fbe  Dbetoi^  for  a  iSUtm^ 
ric :  it  was  the  CtiUd  of  his  Dotage.  The  pap  of  Party  sopported  it  toaie  Kttla 
tioM;  when,  after  several  ftmgsles  to  rennin  aaioiif  as,  it  paid  the  last  debt  of 
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''  ArcbbishopSy  Bishops,"  so  says  Doctor  Parr, 
''  By  Alphaj  Beta^  fntrefyj  have  been  made ; 

Why  from  the  Mitre  then  am  /so  far, 

So  long  a  Dray-horse  in  this  thundering  trade  ? 

O  Pitt,  shame  on  thee !  Art  thou  still  to  seek 

The  soul  of  Wisdom  in  the  sound  of  Greek?'' 

Peter,  suppose  we  make  a  bit  of  Stile, 
And  rest  ourselves  a  little  while  ? 


IN  CONTINUATION. 

Thus  endeth  Doctor  Parr;  and  now  a^un,. 
To  Thee,  as  good  a  subject,  flows  the  straiD.  ^ 

Permit  me,  Peter,  in  my  Lyric  canter, 
Just  to  speak  Latin :  *^  Tempera  mutanturr 

Kings  did  not  scorn  to  press  your  backs  of  yore ; 

But  now,  with  humbled  neck  and  patient  ^oe^ 
Tied  to  a  thievish  Miller's  dusty  door, 

I  mark  thy  fall  n  and  disregarded  race : 
To  Chimney-sweepers  now  a  coimnon  hack ; 
Now  with  a  brace  of  Sand-bags  on  your  back. 
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No  gorgeous  saddles  yours,  no  ivory  cribs ; 
No  silken  girts  surround  your  ribs ; 

No  Royal  Hands  your  cheeks  with  pleasure  pat ; 
Cheeks  by  a  roguish  Halter  prest : 
Your  ears  tind  rump,  of  insolence  the  jest ; 

Dragged,  kick*d,  and  pummeird^  by  a  Beggar's  Brat 

Thus,  as  Tve  said,  your  Race  is  much  degraded : 

.  • 

And  much  too  is  the  Poet's  Glory  faded. 

A  time  there  was,  when  Kings  of  this  fair  land, 
So  meek,  would  creep  to  Poets,  cap  in  hand, 
Begging,  as  'twere  for  Alms,  a  grain  of  Fame, 
To  sweeten  a  poor  putrifying  name. — 
But  past  are  those  rich  Hours ;  ah,  hours  of  yore ! 
Those  Golden  Sands  of  Time  shall  glide  no  more. 

Yet  are  we  not  in  thy  discarded  state, 
Whatever  may  be  Ubi^  future  will  of  Fate ; 
Since,  as  we  find  by  Pye  (what  still  must  pride  us), 
Kings  txoicc  a  year  can  condescend  to  ride  u$. 
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Av  Aftek-keflectioit. 

Now,  World,  thou  seest  the  stuff  of  which  Fm  made : 
Finn  to  the  honour  of  the  tuneful  trade ; 
Leaving,  with  high  contempt,  the  Courtier  dass. 
To  sing  the  merits  of  the  humble  Ass. 

Yet  should  a  miracle  the  Palace  mend, 

And  high-nosed  Salisbury  to  the  Virtues  send, 

Commanding  them  to  come  and  chat  with  Kings ; 
Well  pleased  repentant  sinners  to  support, 
So  help  me  Impudence,  I'll  gp  to  Court ! — 

Besides,  I  dearly  love  to  see  strange  things. 
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How  varied  are  our  tastes !  Dame  Nature's  plan, 
All  for  wise  reasons,  since  the  World  began. 

Yes,  yes,  the  good  old  Lady  acted  right  >* 
Had  things. been  otherwise,  like  Wolves  and  Bears 
We  all  had  fall'n  together  by  the  ears ; 

One  object  had  produced  an  endless  fight 

Nettles  had  strewM  life's  path  instead  of  Roses ; 

And  multitudes  of  mortal  faces. 
Printed  with  histories  of  bloody  noses. 

Had  taken  leave  of  absence  of  the  Graces. 

NaWf  interrupting  not  each  other's  line, 
You  ride  your  hobby-horse,  and  I  ride  mine : 
You  press  the  blue-eyed  Chloe  to  your  arms, 
And  /  the  black-eyed  Sappho's  browner  charms. 
Thus  situated  in  our  different  blisses. 
We  squint  not  oivious  on  eadi  odier^s  kisaes. 
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Yet  are  there  some  exceptions  to  this  rule  : 
We  meet  with  now  and  then  a  stubborn  fool, 
Dragooning  us  into  his  predilections ; 
As  though  there  was  no  difference  in  affections ; 
And  that  it  was  the  Booby's  firm  belief, 
Pork  cannot  please,  because  he  doats  on  be^. 

Again :  how  weak  the  ways  of  some,  and  sad  ! 
One  would  suppose  the  Man-creation  mad. 

Lo,  this  poor  fellow !  Folly-drunk  he  rambles, 
And  flings  himself  into  Misfortune's  Brambles, 

In  full  pursuit  of  Happinesses  treasure ; 
When,  with  a  little  glance  of  circumspection, 

« 

A  mustard-grain  of  sense,  a  child's  reflection, 

The  fool  had  cours'd  the  velvet  Lawn  of  Pleasure. 

Idly  he  braves  the  Surge,  and  roaring  Gale ; 

When  Reason,  if  consulted  with  a  smile, 
Had  towed  through  Summer  Seas  his  silken  sail, 

And  saved  a  dangerous  and  Herculean  toil. 

Yes,  as  IVe  somewhere  said  above,  I  find 
That  "  many  a  man  has  many  a  mind." 

How  I  hate  Drunkenness,  a  nasty  Pig; 

With  snufi*-stam'd  neckcloth,  without  hat  or  wig» 
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Reeling  and  belching  wisdom  in  one's  face ! 
How  I  hate  Bully  Uproar  from  my  soul ; 
Whom  nought  but  whips  and  prisons  can  control, 

Those  necessary  implements  of  grace ! 

Yet  altars  rise  to  Drunkenness  and  Riot : 
How  few  to  mild  Sobriety  and  Quiet ! 

Thou  art  my  Goddess,  Solitude :  to  thee. 
Parent  of  dove-eyed  Peace,  I  bend  the  knee. 

Oh,  with  what  joy  I  roam  thy  calm  retreat, 
Whence  soars  the  lark  amid  the  radiant  hour ; 
Where  many  a  varied,  chaste,  and  fragrant  flowV 

Turns  coyly  from  rogue  Zephyr's  whisper  sweet ! 
Blest  imp,  who  wantons  o'er  thy  wide  domain, 
And  kisses  all  the  Beauties  of  the  plain  : — 

Where,  happy,  mid  the  all-enlivening  ray, 
The  Insect  Nations  spend  the  busy  day. 

Wing  the  pure  fields  of  air,  and  crawl  the  ground ; 
Where,  idle  none,  the  Jew-like  myriads  range, 
Just  like  the  Hebrews  at  High  Change, 

Diffusing  hum  of  Babel-notes  around : — 

Where  Health  so  wild  and  gay,  with  bosom  bare, 
And  rosy  cheek,  keen  eye,  and  flowing  hair, 
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Tript  vilb  a  smile  tbe  hnaj  socnes  alon^ 
And  pours  the  sfkiit  ct  coBtasA  m  song. 

Tbos  tastes  are  various,  as  I've  said  before ; 
Tkesc  damn  most  cordiaUy,  what  ihoie  adore. 


MAGPIE  AND  ROBIN  RED-BREAST 


A    TALE. 


A  Magpie,  in  the  spirit  of  romance, 

Much  like  the  famed  Reformers  now  of  France, 

Flew  from  the  dwelling  of  an  old  Poissarde ; 
Where,  sometimes  in  his  cage,  and  sometimes  aut^ 
He  justified  the  Revolution  rout; — 

That  is,  call'd  names,  and  got  a  Sop  for  his  Reward. 

Red-hot  with  Monarch-roasting  coals. 
Just  like  his  old  fish-thundering  Dame, 

I  lo  Icfl  the  Queen  of  Crabs,  and  Plaice,  and  Soals, 
To  kindle  in  Old  England^s  Realm  a  flame. 

Arrived,  at  evening's  philosophic  hour 
He  rested  on  a  rural  antique  TowV, 
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Some  Baron's  Castle  in  the  days  of  old : 
When  furious  wars,  misaomer*d  chiif 
Sent  mighty  Chiefs  to  see  the  DeVil| 

Leaving  behind  their  Bodies  for  rich  Mould ; 
That  pliable,  from  form  tp  form  patroles^ 
Makingyre^/t  Houses  for  new  Souls. 

Perch'd  on  the  wall,  he  coeks  his  tail  and  eye. 
And  hops  like  modem  Beaus  in  Country-dances ; 

Looks  devilish  knowing,  with  his  head  awry, 
Squinting  with  connobseurship  glances. 

All  on  a  sudden.  Maggot  starts  and  stares, 

And  wonders,  and  for  somewhat  strange  prepares : 

But  lo !  his  wonder  did  not  hold  him  long ; 
Soft  from  a  bush  below,  divinely  clear, 
A  modest  warble  melted  on  his  ear, 

A  plaintive,  soothing,  solitary  song: — 

A  stealing,  timid,  unpresuming  sound, 
Afraid  dim  Nature's  deep  repose  to  wound ; 

That  hush'd  (a  dea^-like  pause)  the  rude  sublime. 
This  was  a  novdty  to  Mag  indeed. 
Who,  pulling  up  his  ^indle^sh^Jiks  with  speed. 

Dropped  from  his  turret,  half-devour'd  by  time, 
A  la  Franfoise^  upon  the  sTpray 
Where  a  lone  Red-breast  pour*d  to  Eve  his  Lay. 
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Staring  die  modeit  I^IiDstrel  m  the  fiKX, 
Familjar,  and  with  ardi  grimace, 
He  conned  the  dosky  Warbler  o*er  and  o*er. 
As  thougli  be  knew  bim  years  before; 
And  thos  began,  with  seeming  great  cirflity. 
All  in  the  Paris  ease  of  volability : 

'^  What,  Bobby !  damme,  is  it  you^ 
That  thus  your  pretty  phiz  to  Music  screw. 
So  far  from  hamlet,  village  town,  and  d^. 
To  glad  old  Battlements  with  dull  Psahn-ditty  r 

^^  Sdeath !  what  a  pleasant ^  Bvefy,  merry  scene ! 
Plenty  of  Bats,  and  Owb,  and  Ghosts,  I  ween.; 
Rare  midnight  screeches,  Bob,  between  you  all ! 
Why,  what's  the  name  on't,  Bobby  ?  Dismal  Hall  ? 

*^  Come,  to  be  serious,  curse  this  queer  old  spot. 
And  let  thy  owlish  habitation  rot : 

Join  mej  and  soon  in  riot  will  we  revel, 
ril  teach  thee  how  to  curse,  and  call  folks  namesi 
And  be  expert  in  treason,  murder,  flames, 

And  most  divinely  play  the  devil. 

*^  Yes,  thou  shalt  leave  thb  spectred  hole, 
And  prove  thou  hast  a  bit  of  soul : 
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Soon  shalt  thou  see  old  stupid  London  dance. 
There  will  we  shine  immortal  Knaves ; 
Not  steal  unknorcn^  like  Cuckoos,  to  our  graves. 

But  imitate  the  Geniuses  of  France. 

"  Who'd  be  that  monkish  cloistered  thing,  a  Mu$cle  ? 

Importance  only  can  arise  from  bustle : 

Tornado,  thunder,  lightning,  tumult,  strife; 

These  charm^  and  add  a  dignity  to  life. 

That  thou  shouldst  choose  this  spot,  b  monstrous  odd  : 

Poh,  poh !  thou  canst  not  like  this  life,  by  God.*^ — 

^'  Sir ! "  like  one  thunder-stricken,  staring  wide, 
"  Can  you  be  serious.  Sir?"  the  Robin  cried. — 
"  Serious ! "  rejoined  the  Magpie,  "  aye,  my  boy : 
So  come ;  let's  play  the  devil,  and  enjoy .** — 

"  Flames  !"  quoth  the  Robin,  "and  in  riot  revel; 
Call  names,  and  curse ;  divinely  play  the  devil ! 
I  cannot,  for  my  life,  the  fun  discern." — 
"  No  ?  Blush  then.  Bob,  and  follow  me,  and  kam.** — 

"  Excuse,  me.  Sir,"  the  modest  Hermit  cried ; 
"  Heirs  not  the  Hobby-horse  I  wi^  to  ride." — 
''  Hell  P**  laugh'd  the  Magpie;  ''Hell  no  longer  dread; 
Why,  Bob,  in  France  the  Devil's  lately  dead: 
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^'  Damnaitidn,  vulgar  to  a  Frenehman^s  hearing ; 
The  word  is  only  kept  alive  for  swearing. 
Against  Futurity  they  all  protest ; 
And  God  and  Heaven  are  grown  a  standmg  Jest 

'^  Brimstone  and  Sin  are  downright  out  of  fashion ; 
France  is  quite  alter%  now  a  thinking  nation  : 
No  more  of  penitential  Tears  aqd  Groans ! 
Philosophy  has  prack'd  Religion  s  bones. 

"  As  for  your  Saviour  of  a  wicked  World, 
Long  from  his  consequence  has  he  been  hurFd : 
They  do  acknowledge  such  a  many  d  ye  see ; 
But  theh^  they  call  him  ^simple  Monsieur  Christ. 

**  Bob,  for  thy  ignorance,  pray  blush  for  shame : 
Behold,  thy  Doctor  Priestley  sat/s  the  same. 

"  Well;  now  thou  fully  art  convinced:  let's  go.** — 
*'  What  cursed  doctrine ! "  quoth  the  Robin :  "  no : 
I  won*t  go,  no :  thy  speeches  make  me  shudder.**— 
"  Poor  Robin  !'*  quoth  the  Magpie,  '^  what  apudder ! 
Be  damn'd  then,  Bobby  ;'*  flying  oflT,  he  raved. — 
^'  And,"  quoth  the  Robin,  ^^  Sir,  may  you  be  saved /^  • 

This  said,  the  tuneful  Sprite  rectew'd  his  Lay ; 
A  sweet  and  farewell  Hymn  to  parting  Day. 
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In  Thomas  Paine  the  Magpie  doth  appear : 
That  I'm  poor  Robin,  is  not  quite  so  clear. 


POSTSCRIPT. 


TO   THE   CANDID   READER. 

I  REALLY  think  that  this  Tale  of  the  Magpie  and 
Robin  ought  immediately  to  have  Jbllowed  the  Re- 
monstrance :  but  as  disordeTy  instead  of  orde7\  is  the 
leading  feature  of  my  sublime  Lyric  Brethren  of  old, 
I  shall  take  the  liberty  of  sheltering  myself  under 
the  wing  of  their  sacred  names.  The  Fable  was 
written  in  consequence  of  a  strenuous  application  of 
a  red-hot  Revoluti€>nist  to  a  Poet  in  the  country, 
pressing  him  to  become  a  Member  of  the  Order  of 
Confusion, 
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As  want  of  candour  really  is  not  right, 
I  own  my  Satire  too  inclined  to  bite  ; 
On  Kings  behold  it  breakfast^  dine^  and  sup : 
Now  shall  she  praise,  and  try  to  make  it  up. 

Why  will  the  simple  World  expect  wise  tfiinga 
From  lofty  folk,  particularly  Kings  ? 

Look  on  their  poverty  of  education  ! 
Adored  and  flatterM,  taught  that  they  are  Gods ; 
And  by  their  awful  frowns  and  nods, . 

Jove-like,  to  shake  the  pillars  of  Creation* 

They  scorn  that  little  useful  imp  call'd  Mind, 
Who  fits  them  for  the  circle  of  mankind  : 
Pride  their  Companion,  and  the  World  their  Hate ; 
Immured,  they  doze  in  ignorance  and  state. 

Sometimes  indeed  great  Kings  will  condescend 
A  little  with  their  Subjects  to  unbend. 
An  instance  take : — A  King  of  this  great  land 
(In  days  ofyore^  we  understand) 
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* 

Did  visit  Salisbury's  old  Church  so  fair  : 
An  Earl  of  Pembroke  was  the  Monarch's  guide ; 
Incog  they  travell'd,  shuffling  side  by  side ; 

And  into  the  Cathedral  stole  the  Pair. 

The  Verger  met  them  in  his  blue  silk  gown  *, 
And  humbly  bowed  his  neck  with  reverence  down, 

Low  as  an  Ass  to  lick  a  Lock  of  Hay. 
Looking  the  frighten'd  Verger  through  and  through, 
All  with  his  eye-glass,  "  Well,  Sir,  who  are  you  ? 

What,  what,  Sir  ?  hey,  Sir  ?"  deign'd  the  King  to  say. 

"  I  am  the  Verger  here,  most  mighty  King : 
In  this  Cathedral  I  do  every  thing  ; 

Sweep  it,  an't  please  ye,  Sir,  and  keep  it  clean." — 
*'  Hey?  Verger,  Verger?  you  the  Verger?  hey?" — 
**  Yes,  please  your  glorious  Majesty,  I  ie," 

The  Verger  answer  d,  with  the  mildest  mien. 

Then  tum'd  the  King  about  towards  the  Peer, 
And  wink'd,  and  laugh'd ;  then  whisper  d  in  his  ear, 
"  Hey,  hey?  what,  what?  fine  fellow,  'pon  my  word  : 
I'll  knight  him,  knight  him,  knight  him;  hey,  my  Lord  ?" 
Then  with  his  glass,  as  hard  as  eye-  could  strain, 
He  kenn'd  the  trembling  Verger  o'er  again. 

•  The  Reader  will  be  pleased  to  obseire,  that  the  Verger,  of  off  tlM  Sons 
of  the  Chordb,  wai  the  oii/y  ooe  iatnifted  with  the  RoyU  mtention. 
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"  He*s  a  poor  Verger^  Sire,'*  hfa  Lordship  cried } 
"  Sixpence  would  handsomely  requite  him."— 

**  Poor  Verger,  Verger,  hey?**  the  King  replied : 
"  No,  no,  then,  we  won*t  knight  him ;  no,  won't 
knight  him." 

Now  to  the  lofty  Roof  the  King  did  raise 

Hb  glass,  and  skippM  it  o*er  with  sounds  of  praise ; 

For  thus  his  marveling  Majesty  did  speak : 
"  Fine  Roof  this,  master  Verger,  quite  complete ; 
High,  high  and  lofty  too,  and  clean  and  neat 

What,  Verger,  what  ?  mop,  mop  it  once  a  week  ?  ** — 

"  An't  please  your  Majesty,*"  Virith  marveling  cbopt 
The  Verger  answer'd,  "  we  have  got  no  Mops 

In  Salisbury  that  will  reach  so  high.  * — 
"  Not  mop ;  no,  no,  not  mop  it?"  quoth  the  King. — 
^^  No,  Sir,  our  Salisbury  Mops  do  no  such  tiling : 

They  might  as  well  pretend  to  scrub  the  sly.** 


MORAL. 


This  little  Anecdote  doth  plainly  show, 
That  ignorance  a  King  too  often  lurches ; 

For,  hid  from  art,  Lord !  how  should  Monarchs  know 
The  natural  history  of  mops  and  chureku  f 
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^        STORY  THE  SECOND. 

Frobi  Salisbury  Church  to  Wilton  House,  so  grand, 
Retum'd  the  mighty  Ruler  of  the  Land. 

"  My  Lord,  you  Ve  got  fine  Statues,"  said  the  King.— - 
"  A  few,  beneath  your  Royal  notice,  Sir," 
Repliea  Lord  Pembroke. — "  Stir,  my  Lord,  stir,  stir ; 

Let's  see  them  all,  aU,  all,  |kU,  every  thmg. 

"  Who*fl  this  ?    who's  this  ?    who's  this   fine  fdlow 

here?*'— 
"  Sesostris,"  bowing  low,  replied  the  Peeir. — 
"  Sir  Sostrisy  hey  ?  Sir  Sostria  ?  'pon  my  word ! 
Knight  or  a  Baronet,  my  Lord  ? 
One  of  my  making  f  what,  my  Lord?  my  making 9** — 
This,  with  a  vengeance,  was  mistaking ! 

"  ^softtris.  Sire,"  so  sqft^  the  Peer  replied ; 

"  A  famous  King  of  Egypt,  Sir,  of  old." — 
"  Poh,  poh  !"  th'  instructed  Monarch  snappish  cried, 

^'  I  need  not  that^  I  need  not  that^  be  told. 


"  Pray,  pray,  my  Lord,  who's  that  big  fellow  there  ?"- 
"  'Tis  Hercules,"  replies  the  shrinking  Peer,— • 

S  I  2 
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"  Strong  fellow,  hey,  my  Lord?  strong  fellow,  hey? 

Clean'd  stables ;  crack'd  a  Lion  like  a  Flea ; 

Killed  Snakes,  great  Snakes,  that  in  a  cradle  found 

him. — 
The  Queen,  Queen's  coming:  wrap  an  (^nwi  round 

him." 


Our  Moral  is  not  merely  Water-grueL 
It  shows  that  Curiosity's  a  Jewel : 

It  shows  with  Kings  that  Ignorance  may  dwell : 
It  shows  that  Subjects  must  not  give  opinions 
To  People  reigning  over  wide  dominions. 

As  information  to  great  folk  is  hell: — 

It  shows  that  Decency  may  live  with  Kings, 
On  whom  the  bold  vir/u-men  turn  their  backs ; 

And  sho*ws  (for  numerous  are  the  naked  things). 
That  saucy  Statues  should  be  lodged  in  sacks. 
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AN    ELEGY, 

Child  of  my  Love,  go  forth,  and  try  thy  fate; 

Few  are  thy  friends,  and  manifold  thy  foes : 
Whether  or  long  or  short  will  be  thy  date, 

Futurity's  dark  volume  only  knows. 

Much  criticism,  alas !  wiU  be  thy  lot; 

Severe  thine  ordeal,  I  am  sore  afraid. 
Some  Judges  will  condemn,  and  others  not : 

Some  call  thy  form  substantial ;  others,  shade. 

Yes,  Child,  by  multitudes  wilt  thou  be  tried : 
Wise  men,  and  Fools,  thy  merits  will  examine*    . 

Those,  through  much  prudence  may  thy  virtues  hide ; 
These,  through  vile  rancour,  or  the  dread  of  famine. 

Proved  will  it  be  indeed  (to  make  thee  shrink). 
What  metal  Nature  in  thy  mass  did  knead : 

A  melting  process*  will  be  used,  I  think; 
That  is  to  say,  large  quantities  of  lead. 
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By  some  indeed  will  Nitre's  fuming  spirit 
Be  o*er  thy  form  so  sweet,  so  tender ,  thrown : 

Perchance  a  Master-buid  may  try  thy  merit ; 
Perchance,  an  imp  by  Folly  only  known. 

Now,  now  I  fancy  thee  a  timid  Hare, 

Started  for  Beagles,  Hounds,  and  Curs,  to  chase : 
A  Mongrel  Dog  may  snap  thee  up  unfair; 

For  Spite  and  Hunger  have  but  little  grace. 

Long  are  thy  legfe  (I  ktt^w),  Itfid  feMnt  fbr  runnkig; 

And  many  a  trick  hast  thou  within  thy  brtdft : 
But  Guns  and  Gneyhoutids  Are  tOd  iiMCh  f»  Cumiin^ 

Joined  to  the  rave»ouB  Putk  of  ThoYMs  Hitte. 


And  now  a  Lamb : — What  devils  now-a-days 
The  butchering  Shop  of  Criticism  employs! 

Each  beardless  villfdn  now  cuts  up,  and  flays ; 
A  gang  of  wanton,  brutal.  Prentice-boys. 

'Ah  me,  how  hard  to  reach  the  dome  of  Fame  1 

Knocked  down  before  she  gets  half-way,  poor  Muse ! 
For  many  a  Lout  that  cannot  gain  a  name. 
Rebus  and  Riddle-maker,  now  reviews. 
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Poor  jealous  Eupucbs  in  tbe  Land  of  Taste, 
Too  weak  to  re^p  ^  h^vest  of  fair  prai$^ : 
Ma^ous,  Lo !  they  lay  the  region  waste ; 

all  they  can,  and  triun^ph  o'er  the  blaze. 


Too  oft,  with  talents  blest,  the  cruel  few 

Rx  on  poor  Merit's  throat,  to  stop  her  breath : 

Hfiw  UJce  the  beauteous  Fruit,  that  turns  of  Dew 
The  life  ambrosial  into  Drops  of  Death* ! 

Si^reet  Babe !  to  Weymouth  shouldst  thou  find  thy  way, 

The  King,  with  curiosity  so  wild, 
May  on  a  sudden  send  for  thee,  and  say, 

"  See,  Charly,  Peter's  child !  fine  child,  fine  child ! 

^  Ring,  ring  for  Schwellenberg;  ring,  Charly,  ring ; 

Show  it  to  Schwellenberg ;  show,  show  it,  show  it 
Sbe'U  «ay,  Gai  dem  de  mucy  stoopid  ting: 

I  hate  more  worse  as  Hell  what  came  from  Poet^-^ 

Yet  will  some  Courtiers  all  at  once  be  glad : 

Leeds,  Hawkesbury,  Salisbury,  Brudenell,  will  re/oice; 

Forget  how  oft  thy  Brothers  made  them  mad. 
And  echo  through  the  Realm  the  Royal  Voice. 

*  The  mortifying  powers  of  Dew  or  Rain  falling  from  the  Manchiaeel-trec, 
are  pniTersally  known. 
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And  then  for  me  his  Majes^  may  send 

(Making  sfmie  people  grumble  m  their  gizzards) : 

With  Drake*s  new  place,  perchance,  thy  Sire  befiriend ; 
First  Fly-catcher  to  good  Queen  Charlotte's  Lizards*. 

•  The  story  of  tbe  Linrdi  is  m  ioDows :- At  t  Bovd  of  Gteoi  doth  lately, 
wUcfa  asseniUed,  as  osoal,  with  doe  deetrmm^  to  ddibcnite  on  tiM  species  ^f^ 
proper  to  be  (pren  to  tbe  litm  at  BockoiglHnB-hoasey  tbe  soteoBBitj  of  the 
flMetiof^  was  interrupted  by  tbe  sodden  Gothsc  irmptioii,  and  ielf4 
of  a  Serrant  of  Sir  Francis  Drake,  one  of  tbe  hMmmnkle  Board;  which 
a  tme  Deronshire  Dnmplin,  openiDg  ao  ell-wide  pair  of  jaws,  exdainwd 
^  Zor  Vrancis,  I*bi  a  sent  to  ax  if  yow*Ye  a  cort  eimy  more  Tlees.  Have  je  eort 
enny,  Zor  Vrancisr  Tbe  Basonet  hemmed,  winked,  nodded,  knit  ted  hi>  bivwt, 
stared,  shrngged  op  his  shooklen,  blew  bis  nooe,  bit  his  lips,  at  poor  Nnapt; 
bat  all  the  fiice-making  hints  were  thrown  away.— **  ^^^^y  Zor  Vrancis,  I  aty,* 
coDtinned  Namps,  '*  Madam  Zwellingbarg  wanth  to  know  if  yow>e  a  oabb'd 
emy  more  tUe$  T  Tbe  Board  stood  amased :  Sir  Francis  Masfcarf,  Ibr  the  Jinf 
time.  At  length,  recovering  from  bis  confusion,  and  bidding  the  fellow,  in  an 
angry  tone,  go  about  his  bnsiness,  he  very  candidly  infonned  the  Board,  that 
her  Vltt^Xy  had  lately  received  a  present  of  Lisards;  that  she  had  ovdered 
Mistress  Schwellenberg  to  catch /tes  for  them;  bat  that,  to  oblige  Mistras 
Srhwellenberg,  who  kindly  invited  him  to  dine  with  her  three  or  Ibor  timrs  a 
week,  be  promised  to  assist  her  in  her  fly-bant :— in  short*  to  be  her  dqnil^  Fly* 
catcher;  and  noXfird  Fly-catcher, as  the  El^gy  erroneously  procfannieth. 
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ODES    OF    INSTRUCTION 


TO 


MR.  PITT: 


WITH 

A  VARIETY  OF  OTHER  CHOICE  MATTERSI, 


AwrimentfmM?  VmoiU 

O  GOLD,  thou  precious  fascination  evil  I 

Say,  with  what  soul  hast  thou  not  play'd  the  ilevilf 


Flectere  «t  nequeo  Safwros,  Aehmwdu  mat^U. 

Go  to  lAtf  House;  bef ,  threaten,  nay,  compel  for'ti 
We  most  have  Money,  tboogh  we  shake  aU  Hell  for'l. 


ViKOir.. 


READER, 

The  rumour  of  an  intended  and  speedy  Application  to 
Parliament  for  more  money  for  the  King,  gave  birth  to 
the  following  Odes.  Though  by  no  means  an  advo- 
cate for  Mr.  Paine's  violent  system  of  Revolution,  I 
am  too  much  the  Poet  of  the  People,  not  to  sing  for  a 
reformation. —  To  the  Odes  is  subjoined  a  sort  of 
make-weight  Poetry.  As  the  Pieces  are  alluded  to  in 
the  Odes,  I  deemed  it  not  amiss  to  publish  them.  To 
be  sure,  they  add  to  the  price  as  well  as  the  bulk  of  the 
Pamphlet ;  but  as  I  still  profess  myself  free  from  poli- 
tical corruption,  notwithstanding  a  wicked  report  to  the 
contrary  (for  great  poets,  as  well  as  great  kings,  may 
be  traduced),  I  flatter  myself  that  thou  wilt  be  proud 
of  the  opportunity  of  paying  a  small  tribute  to  public 
virtue. 

P.  R 
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ODE  L 

More  Money  wanted !  Tis  a  brazen  lie  : 
'Tis  Opposition's  disappointed  cry ; 

A  poison'd  shaft  to  wound  the  Best  of  Kings. 
More  Money !  'Tis  a  poor  invented  story, 
To  cloud  with  dire  disgrace  the  King  of  Glory ; 

Damn'd  Shears  to  clip  his  Fame's  exalted  Wings. 

More  Money !  'Tis  a  little  dirty  tale, 

To  sink  of  Popularity  the  gale 

That  wafts  the  name  of  George  to  utmost  earth ; 

A  Snake  that  should  be  strangled  io  its  birth. 

More  Money !  Tis  a  party-trick  so  mean, 
To  make  us  sick  of  our  good  King  and  Queen. 
We  have  no  more  to  give ;  a  truce  to  grants. 
That  make  the  State  a  Field  devoured  by  Wants* : 

*  Another  oaiira  fiMra  Mole. 
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The  Rust  that  eats  the  Cannon ;  the  rank  Weed 
That  dares  the  Vessel's  course  sublime  impede ; 
The  Worm  that  gnaws  its  native  Keel«  th*  ingrate. 
And  opes  the  World  of  Waters  for  its  fiaite ; 
A  spreading  Cancer  that  demands  the  knife. 
That  Wolf-like  preys  upon  the  Nation'^  life. 

More  Money !  What  a  sound  !  the  solemn  bell 
That  tolls  the  Constitution's  Knell. 

Clap  a  hot  iron  on  tlie  patriot  tongues, 

For  loading  spatle$s  Majesty  with  wrongs: 

Nay,  tear  those  toi^ues,  th' offenders,  from  their  h6k$ 

Foul  Pumps,  that  pour  the  Froth  from  pcHSOo'd  mqIs. 

The  Monarch  scorns  to  ask  a  penny  more  : 

Tax'd  to  the  eyes,  his  groans  the  State  deplore. 

Away  tiien  Defamafiop's  baleM  l^eath, 

That  blows  on  Virtue's  Bud  the  Blight  of  Death ! 

Yet  should  it  happen  that  tiie  Best  of  Kii^ 
Should  wfabper  to  his  MioisCer  strange  tiungs^ 

And  bid  tfaoe  irfamey  afik,  ^  temptio^  curse; 
Tbenjirmltf  thou,  the  Nation's  Steward,  say 
(With  reverence  due  to  Royalty,  I  pray), 

"  Dread  Sir,  have  mercy  on  your  People's  Purse. 

*^  O  King,  your  atkulmtwns  have  misled  tfc: 
Millions  on  MiUiooft  you  have  had  already. 


OD£S  TO  ttR.  PITT.  495 

Oh !  let  Discretion  from  the  Virtue  Band 
Be  caU'd  to  Court,  to  take  jou  by  the  hand** 

"  You  really  do  not  know  how  rich  you  are : 

Your  Wealth  80  wondrous  makes  your  Subjects  stare^ 

Squeezed  from  great  cities,  towns^  and  hovels. 
Hawkesbury  and  Coutts  can  show  such  Heaps  of  Trea* 

sure; 
Such  Loads  of  Guineas  f6r  the  Royal  pleasure. 

Heaved  into  iron  chests  with  shovels ! 
Then  how  can  Majesty  be  poor  ? 
Your  Coffers,  Sir,  are  running  o^er.** 


ODEIL 

Say  to  the  King  (but  with  profound  fespect, 
For  who  would  manders  ubIo  Kings  neglect?), 
*'  Dread  Sir,  to  Hospitals  you  littlt  grant, 
Your  magic  name  supplying  every  want : 

And  then,  how  Seldom  'tis  you  give  a  Treat ! 
And  then  your  mutton,  veal,  and  beef,  you  kBl, 
The  .stomachs  of  your  fiiVour*d  few  to  fill ; 

And  Butchers  'swtear  ^s  tery  pfetty  meat. 

•  Hui  %  MmSkm  dMCi,  I  ^tar.    llii  TmAmm  are  IDo  ptfw«iAl  for  tte 
fMfitl%tiM.   ft6»  iiy iiiwHW  A«if  O^tiutt  LwMti,  la  tm  Work. 
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^'  And  lo,  you  kill  your  own  delightful  Lambs^ 
And  beat  pld  Bakewell*  in  the  breed  of  Rams, 

And  never  wish  to  keep  a  thing  iovjinery : 
Thus  are  parterres  of  Richmond  and  of  Kew 
JDtig  up  for  Bull  and  Cow  and  Ram  and  Ewe ; 

And  Windsor  Park,  so  glorious,  made  a  Swinery. 

"  And  lo,  your  Dairy  thriving,  let  me  say ; 
As  not  one  drop  of  milk  is  given  away : 
So  says  your  little  Dairy-maid  so  sweet, 
Whose  beauties  many  a  smile  so  gracious  meet ; 
And,  smiling  like  the  blooming  May, 
Who  shows  the  milk-score  every  day. — 
How  then  can  Majesty  be  poor  ? 
Your  Chests,  Sir,  must  be  running  o'er. 

"  Your  Oratorios,  that  expenses  bred. 

And  Duke  of  Cumberland  so  dear^  are  deadf , 

That  gave  (Uis  said)  your  Majesty  much  pain. 
The  Nation  kindly  paid  your  Doctors'  Bills, 
I  mean  the  Willises,  for  toil  and  pills, 
That  brought  you  to  your  wisdom^  Sire,  again. 
Then  how  can  Majesty  be  poor  ? 
Your  Coffers  must  be  runnmg  o'er. 

•  We  biTc  more  reverence  Hmub  to  say,  a  hrMher-fnuoftt  of  the  North* 

t  By  the  death  of  the  Doke,  a  \u^  aimiial  iDcome  reverted  to  bii  lfi))cfty. 
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"  Cabbage  and  Carrot  without  end, 
The  Windsor  Gardeners  daily  send ; 
Proud  that  thdr  vegetables  load  the  board 
Of  Britain's  high  and  mighty  Lord*. 

^*  Of  thb,  their  glad  Posterity  shall  boast ; 

For  such  an  honour  never  should  be  lost. 

Thus  shall  they  cry  in  triumph  to  their  Neighbours, 

*  Crown'd  were  our  great,  great,  great^  Forefathers^ 

labours ; 
Whose  praise  through  Fame's  long  trumpet  ever  rings. 
For  giving  Cabbages  to  Kings/ 

^*  Presents  of  every  sort  of  thing  are  made, 
Without  the  slightest  danger  of  offending, 

£ither  from  Gentlemen,  or  Men  in  Trade ; 
Your  Majesties  are  both  so  condescending: 

Folks  for  acceptance  never  beg  and  pray; 

For  presents  never  yet  were  turnd  away. 


^*  People  meet  much  encouragement  indeed, 

For  sending  rarities  and  pretty  things  ; 
Although  such  rarities  you  do  not  need: 
Such  is  the  sweet  humility  of  Kings. 
Then  how  can  Majesty  be  poor  ? 
Your  Coffers  must  be  running  o'er. 

•  N9i  n9m,    8—  the  Vr^gnu  of  AdmiratlOD,  pt^e  5»1. 
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''  Card-entertainnient  'tis  you  chiefly  givf^ 

By  which  the  Clumdlers  scarce  can  live : 

For,  soon  as  e  er  you  leare  tbe  little  rout. 

The  Candles  are  immediately  blown  out ; 

So  quickly  seized  on  by  some  Candle-shark, 

Ladies  and  Gentlemen  are  in  the  dark*. 

Where  what  has  happen'd,  Heaven  alone  can  tell ; 

As  Darkness  oft  turns  Pimp  f  undo  a  bcUc.^ 


ODEIU- 

Say  to  thy  King  (but,  as  Tve  said  before, 
With  due  respect),  "  By  Cod,  you  can't  be  poor. 

^'  Sometimes  a  little  Concert  is  made  upy 
Where  nought  is  given  to  eat  or  sup ; 

Where  Music  makes  an  economic  pother : 
Where,  witli  a  solitary  tweedle-tweedle, 
A  pretty  melancholy  Fiddle 

Squeaks  at  the  absence  of  his  little  Brother ; 
Whose  presence  would  be  much,  enjoy'd, 
But  costs  too  much  to  be  employed : — 

•  At  the  breild^f  «p  of  a  Royal  Cird-party,  tfak  k  constantly  done:  ttefO* 
Makb  of  BoDonr,  md  tlie  GeatkaNB,  apy  grope  tbek  araqr  Imiw  tl^y 
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Where  Fischer**  Ifidtfiiihent  (a  frugal  choice) 
Serves  both  for  hautboys  afld  for  voice ;    ' 
As  fifllingtoh  and  Mara  to  the  King, 
And  that  perverse  Storace,  would  not  sing*. 

''  Lo !  by  some  woman^i  order  (fie  upon  her  1% 
The  pretty,  h^niless,  ihodest,  Maids  of  Honour^ 
Are  forced  to  fdtni^b  fbr  their  beds  the  Sheet; 
The  Pillow-cases  to6,  says  Fame, 
By  order  of  some  high-conunanding  Dame, 

• 

To  whose  sweet  soul  economy  is  sweet. 

'^  Dear  Maids  of  Honour,  what  a  sin  of  sins, 
That  Britain  can't  accommodate  your  skins ! 

"  Poor  CJenerosity  is  sadly  lamed ; 

And  yet  the  noble  beast  was  ne'er  rode  hard  : 
Pale  cold  Economy  seems  quite  ashamed. 

Who  never  plays  an  idle  card  : 
Nay,  Avarice,  her  mother,  with  surprise 
Turns  up  the  whites  so  sad  of  both  her  eyes. 

*  When  Monrieor  Kkoku,  hit  MtjtMtftJtni  FaVoarite,  fir$t  Fiddle,  and^rv^ 
News-mongM*,  went  wi^  Ids  Mi^esty's  eommimdi  to  Madame  Storace,  to  assht 
at  a  aori  of  a  Concert  at  Backmgfaam-hoiiBe*  the  Songstress,  smiling  on  him  with 
the  most  ineffable  eoatempt,  asked  him,  *'  What,  NicoUu,  1  am  to  sing  at  tht 
^idfniee^  I  sappose?*'  meauiog  moikmg:  ^  my  eompUwunti  to  your  Master  and 
Mbtreis,  and  tell  them  I  am  bettir  mt^ifd^ 
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"  To  Wit  you  nothing  give,  to  Learning  nought : 

Loy  in  his  garret  Mathematics  pines, 
Where,  hungry  after  bread  and  cheese  and  thou^t, 

He  forms  with  Brother-spiders  useless  lines. 

"  Th*  expense  of  New-year's  Ode  is  felt  no  more ; 
Thus  is  that  needless,  tuneless  hubbub  o'er : 

All  praise  must  centre  in  the  Birth-day  Song. 
The  Virtues  must  be  lump'd  together,  yes ; 
And  then  (if  Subjects  may  presume  to  guess) 

The  Laureat  need  not  make  it  very  long. 

*^  A  load  of  Pittise  is  nauseous  stuff. 
Sire,  don't  you  think,  at  times,  one  line  enough  ? 
What's  christen'd  Merit,  often  wants  a  crutch  : 
Thus  then  a  single  line  may  be  too  much. 

*^  In  vain  the  First  of  Poets  tunes  his  pipe ; 

His  whistle  ne  er  squeezed  sixpence  from  your  gripe : 

Vain  all  Epistles,  vain  his  heavenly  Odes. 
No,  no :  poor  Peter  may  his  strain  prolong ; 
The  devil  a  farthing  will  reward  Jkis  Song, 

The  Song  that  should  have  celebrated  Gods« 

"In  vain  for  Royal  Patronage  he  sigh'd; 
lu  vain  (:?ODie  say)  the  modest  Bard  applied. 
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To  gain  his  Book  your  patronizing  name : 
And  if  this  Bard,  whom  all  the  Nine  inspire, 
Instead  of  generous  Oil  to  feed  his  fire, 

Finds  cold  cold  Water  flung  upon  his  flame ; 
If  hty  ah !  vainly  sighs  for  Dedication, 
Woe  to  the  witlings  of  the  Nation ! 

'*  What  thou^  uncouth  his  shape,  and  dark  his  face, 
Whose  breeding  Mother  might  for  Charcoal  long? 

Still  may  the  Bard  abound  in  Verse  and  Grace ; 
And  Love  for  Majesty,  divinely  ^trong. 

*^  Then  heed  not.  Sire,  a  clumsy  Form  so  fat. 
And  sombre  Phiz,  Dame  Nature's  work  unkind : 

Great  Mousing-qualities,  with  many  a  Cat 
Of  perfect  Ugliness,  a  lodging  find. 

'^  Observe  a  fat,  black,  greasy  Lump  of  Coal : 
Lo,  to  that  most  ungraceful  piece  of  earth/ 
A  warm  and  lively  Lustre  owes  its  birth ; 

A  Flame,  in  this  world  pleasant  to  the  soul. 

^  To  shapeless  Clouds,  that  Waggon-like  along 
Move  cumbrous,  scowling  on  the  twilight  Heaven, 

At  times,  behold,  the  purest  Snows  belong ! 
To  such,  of  Rain  the  lucid  drops  are  given : 
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Nay,  mid  the  mass  80  murky  and  forlcnm, 
Behold,  the  Lightoing's  virid  beam  is  born ! 
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Say :  "  Mighty  Monarch,  modest  M^ifit  pip^ 
Hid  like  the  useless  Gem  ^mid  the  mines. 

Your  gracious  spfiile,  which  a^I  the  World  rev^re9^ 
Your  wealth,  had  open'd  her  pale  closing  eye ; 
Which  Hope  onc^  brighten  d  w^th  a  sparit  of  joy, 

And  cruel  Disappointnptent  quench'^  with  t^m*'' 


ODE  IV. 

Then  unto  Majesty  shalt  thou  rep^( 

The  lines  that  are  to  Maj^ty  a  ^r^/, 

Proverbs  that  economic  souls  revere; 

To  wit :  "  A  pin  a  day's  a  groat  a  year  :— 

A  little  saving  is  np  sin : — 

Near  is  my  shirt,  b^t  nearer  is.  i|iy  skia  :-^ 

A  penny  savec^  a  penny  got : — : 

Tis  money  makes  the  old  mare  trot** — 

Then  say,  "  With  such  wise  counsellors^  I'm  sure 

No  Monarch  ever  caa  be  poor.^ 

Say  too,  "  Great  Sir,  your  Qqe^n  is  very  rich: 
Witness  t^b^  Diamonds,  lodg^  Uk  every  stit^^b 
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Of  Madam^s  Petticoat,  of  broad  effulgence* ; 
Wherelfiaine  such  Jewels  on  its  ample  field. 
As  only  to  her  charms  and  virtues  yield ; 

So  very  noble,  God's  and  man's  indulgence.'^ 

Now  mayst  thou  raise  thy  tone  a  little  higher : 
(Not  "  Squire,"  for  that's  unpertment,  but)  "  Sire," 

Firm  shalt  thou  say,  '^  the  Realm  is  not  a  Wit{ai:d ; 
Quick,  with  a  word,  to  make  the  Guineas  start, 
To  please  a  Monarch's  gold-admiring  heart : 

In  short,  Britannia  grumbles  in  her  gizssard. 

^'  Sire,  let  me  say,  the  Realm  will  smell  a  rat^ 
And  cry,  *  Oh  oh !  I  know  what  you  are  at : 

Is  this  your  cunnings  Master  Billy  Pitt? 
What,  Master  Billy !  try  to  touch  his  Grace, 
To  keep  your  most,  most  honourable  place  ? 

Is  this  your  fLbxa\n^ patriotk  fit? 

"  '  Thick  as  may  be  the  head  of  poor  John  Bull, 
The  Beast  hath  got  some  brains  within  his  scull : 
A  pair  of  dangerous  horns  too,  let  me  add ; 
Dare  but  to  make  the  generous  creature  mfetdJ 
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•  Tbii  fwanms  Petticoat  afforded  a  pltfamnt  iistorj;  om6  part  of  wlticb  i% 
flifll  it  fiw  watdnd  aU  nigki  by  a  Mfida  Brtui  Maa^  on  apaiticiriar  oc^arioai 
to  prevent  iti  bciim  ttokv. 
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Thus  may'st  thoo  decently  thy  voice  exalt, 

And  add ;  *^  Soft  fires,  O  Monarch !  make  good  malt ; 

The  kiln,  much  forced,  may  blaze  about  our  ears, 

And  then  may  Fate  be  busy  with  her  shears ; 

For  then,  with  all  his  Fame,  your  daring  Squire 

May,  Rat-like,  squeak  unpitied  in  the  fire.** 

Proclaim  that  Reputation  is  a  Jewel ; 
And  Life,  without  it,  merely  Water-gruel. 
Say  that  a  King  who  seeks  a  deathless  name. 
Turns  not  to  neivspapers  to  find  a  Fame ; 
Where  paragraphs  (a  ministerial  job) 
Report  the  half-crown  Rowlings  of  a  Mob. 

Inform  the  Monarch,  **  When  he  goes  to  keaoen^ 
Verse  to  his  parting  Spirit  may  be  given ; 

Even  Peter's  Verse,  for  which  a  thousand  si^ : 
Verse  which  the  Poet  even  to  Brutes  can  give. 
To  bid  their  lucky  names  immortal  live*  j 

Yet  to  a  King  the  sacred  gift  deny/* 

Say,  "  Sire,  wcVe  crippled  the  poor  People's  backs ; 
Dread  Sir,  they  are  most  miserable  Hacks : 


»  litermny  true.  I,  the  Lyric  Peter,  atsert  tet  I  have  wiitta  » 
most  bemtifal  Elcfy  to  an  old  Friend,  a  dyw^  A«,  witb  awte/wlMy  thai  I 
ro«ld  compUneat  tlie  deatlnof  halfthe  Kmgt  ia  rhrirtWMini  witk 
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How  'tis  they  bear  it  all,  is  my  surprbc. 
I  cannot  catch  another  Tax  indeed, 
With  all  your  fox-hounds'  noses,  and  my  speed  ; 

Your  humble  Greyhound  though  all  teeth  and  eyes. 

*'  The  State,  Sir,  you  will  candidly  allow. 
Has  been  t'ye  a  most  excellent  Milch-cow ; 
For  you,  ah !  many  a  bucket  has  been  fill'd : 
But  trust  me,  Sir,  the  Cow  must  not  be  Idltd. 

*^  So  numerous  are  your  wants,  and  they  so  keen, 
That  verily  a  Hundred  Thousand  Pounds 

Seem  just  as  in  a  Bullock's  Mouth  a  Bean ; 
A  Pound  of  Butter  midst  a  Pack  of  Hounds. 

Have  mercy  on  us.  Sir ;  you  can't  be  poor  : 

Your  Coffers  really  must  be  running  o'er." 

Say,  "  Sire,  your  wisdom  is  prodigious  great ; 
Then  do  not  put  your  Servant  in  a  sweat : 
He  hates  snap-dragon ;  'tis  a  game  of  danger. 
The  sound,  *  More  Money,'  the  whole  Realm  appals ; 
Still,  still  it  vibrates  on  Saint  Stephen's  walls : 
Our  Beast,  the  Public,  soon  must  eat  the  manger.'^ 

Say,  "  Good  my  Liege,  indeed  there's  no  more  Hay ; 

Kind-hearted  King,  indeed  there's  no  more  Com : 
Our  hack.  Old  England,  sadly  falls  away ; 

Lean  as  old  Rosinante,  and  forlorn/' 
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Say,  "  Sire,  your  Parliament  I  dare  not  meet ; 

For  verily  I've  same  remains  of  grace : 
If  forced  with  Money-messages  to  greet, 

Your  Majesty  must  lend  me  Hawkesbury's  hct^. 

'^  I  know  what  Parliament  will  say,  so  mad :  * 
*  More  money.  Master  Billy !  very  fine  f 

The  impudence  of  Highwaymen,  my  lad, 
By  God,  is  perfect  modesty  to  thine.* 

'^  Sire,  sire,  the  moment  that  I  mention  Money, 
I'm  sure  the  answer  will  be.  Ninny  nonny/' 

*  Tbe  cry  of  '^  More  money !  more  money  V*  brings  to  recollection  •  filtle 
Dialogfoe  among  the  many  that  happened  between  the  King  of  the  Motqiltoea 
and  Myself,  in  the  Go?emment4ion8e  at  Jamaica^  daring  tbe 
of  the  bite  Sir  William  Trelawny.  His  MiO««ty  waa  a  Tery  ttoat  black 
exceedingly  ignorant,  nevertheless  possessed  of  the  tMimeU  ideas  of  Royalty ; 
very  riotoos,  and  grie?ously  inclined  to  get  dnmk.  He  came  to  BMOoe  dig^, 
with  a  voice  more  like  that  of  a  Ballock  tlian  a  King»  roarings  ^  M*  Drink  6r 
King!  mo  Drink  for  King!* 

P.P. 
Kiq^  yon  are  dnu&  dready. 

King. 
No,  no:  King  no  dnmk;  King  no  drunk.    Mo  Driiik  for  Kiiig*  Brodcr 
George  lore  Drink  (oManing  the  Kin^  of  England). 

P.P. 

Broder  George  docs  not  Lore  Drink :  he  is  a  sober  man. 

KlRG. 

Bot  King  of  Mosquito  love  Drink.    Me  will  have  mo  Drink.  Me  lore 
like  Devil.    Me  drink  whole  Oceait. 
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Now,  Pitt,  put  forth  a  small  prcphetic  sound : 

Say,  "  Kings  should  keep  their  State,  but  not  be  rich.' 

Yes,  say,  "  Th^y  never  should  with  Wealth  abound. 
As  Money  might  the  Royal  mind  bewitch.'' 

Say,  "  Gambling  Monarchs  possibly  may  spring, 
And  Stocks  be  at  the  mercy  of  a  King : 
And  if  for  Boroughs  sigh  their  great  affections. 
Rare  business  for  the  Devil  at  Elections ! 
A  Monarch  offering  his  awn  heads  and  notes ; 
A  King  and  Cobler  quarrelling  for  Votes  V 

Then  lift  tiiine  head,  and  also  lift  thine  eyes. 
And,  drawing  of  thy  mouth  the  comers  down, 

Exclaim  (as  stricken  with  a  deep  surprise), 
'^  Not  that  I  think  a  Man  who  wears  a  Crown 

Would  act  so  meanly,  Sir,  or  ever  did: 

No ;  God  forbid,  dread  Sovereign ;  God  forbid  ^ 
# 

Such  are  my  counsels,  Pitt — Thy  King,  perchance, 
May  smiling  hear  thee  Oracles  advance ; 
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And,  pitying  thee  for  hinting  reformation 
To  stick  a  King  of  such  a  Nation, 

May  stun  thee  "with  two  Proverbs  all  so  pat : — 
"  What,  what,  Pitt?  play  a  Jig  to  an  old  Cat? 
What,  preach,  what,  preach  tomeoa  numey-wit ! 
Old  Foxes  want  no  Tutors,  Billy  Pitt.*^ 

•  RrfcmutUm  U  a  most  difficalt  and  dangeroas  subject    Haiarding  a  eriiiqmt 
•n  the  Work  of  a  very  emmeiit  Artist  some  years  a^»  wliat  was  the 
iiaence?  See  the  following  Ode. 
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AN  ACADEMIC  ODE. 

Ode  was  written  some  years  since^  and  was  mislaid;  but 
isjbrtunatefy  recovered.  It  hinteth  at  the  universal  Rage  for 
Reputation^  and  attacketh  Peters  who  pitifully  wince  at  the 
geiitly*refiirming  Touch  of  CriticisoL] 

Alas  !  who  has  not  fondness  for  a  Name? 
Lo,  Nature  wove  it  in  our  infant  frame ! 
From  esX'delighterSy  down  to  ear-confounderSy 

• 

Each  vainly  fancies  he  possesses  killing  tones ; 
Even  from  the  Maras  and  the  Billingtons, 
Down  to  the  wide-mouth'd  Rascals  citing  Flounders : — 

Nay,  proud  too  of  that  instrument  the  Rattle, 
That  draws  the  hobbling  brotherhood  to  battle, 
The  Watchmen  deem  their  merits  no  way  small, 
Proud  of  a  loud,  clear,  melancholy  bawL 

Yes,  yes ;  much  vanity's  in  human  nature : 
Like  Mad  Dogs,  that  abhor  the  Water, 

The  Painters  hate  to  hear  their  Faults  dbplay'd ; 
And  though  I  sing  them  in  the  Best  of  Rhymes, 
Such  are  the  reformation-cursing  times. 

The  foolish  fellows  really  wish  me  dead. 

Now  tliis  is  great  depravity,  I  fear  : 

My  Tale  too  provetb  it,  as  noon-day  clear. 
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THE  TALE  OF  VAN  TfttJMP. 

MvNH££R  Van  Trump,  who  pamteth  very  well, 
named  nt  my  gentle  Critic\iin&  like  HdL 

"  Poor  vretch !"  cried  Trump :  "  I'm  much  dtft  i*dgue's 
superiors : 
Ven  he,  poor  lousy  dog,  be  ded  an  rot, 
Van  Trump  by  peepels  vil  not  be  forgot, 

But  lif  in  all  de  mouths  of  my  Posteriors.**— 
Meaning  indeed  by  this  severity, 
His  name  would  live  to  all  posterity. 

Upon  a  day,  some  goodly  folks  and  fine 
Arrived,  to  barter  Praise  for  Beef  and  Wine ; 
Acadendiicians  were  the  wights,  I  trow ; 
The  very  men  to  dine  with  Van  and  Vrmo. 

To  Madame  Trump^  did  fall  the  carving-work : 
So,  sticking  in  a  fowl's  sweet  breast  her  fork, 
*'  I  vish  this  fork,'*  quoth  angry  Madame  Trump, 
WriggHng  from  side  to  side  her  angry  rump, 

"  Vere  now  as  deep  in  Peter  Pindar's  heart**--* 
"  Veil  zed ;  dat's  clever  :  Jantelmans,  dkt*s  vit,**^ 
Quoth  Van  :  "  spake  it  vonce  more,  my  Dear,  a  bit. 

Now  don't  you  link,  Sirs^  dat  my  Vrow's  dam  smart? 
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**  Now,  Jantelmans,  I  ax  you  if  you  please,'' 

RoarM  Van,  up-starting,  catching  fire  like  Tinder, 

^*  Vill  drenk  von  dam  goot  bumper  pon  our  knees  : 
Come,  Sirs ;  Damnation  to  dat  Peter  Pindar.** — 

Plump  down  the  great  Academicians  fell, 

And  hearty  drank  th*  immortal  Bard  to  Hell !  — - 

Such,  I'm  ashamed  to  say,  's  the  devilish  mind 
Contaminating  poor  Mankind. 

Here  too  a  little  Moral  may  be  seen  :  — 
Reformers  are  good  folks  the  Million  hate ; 

And  who,  if  hang'd,  or  shot,  or  burnt,  I  ween. 
Repentant,  find  their  fcJly  out  too  late. 


» • 
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(The  folknring  Elegy  was  written  on  the  Sqyil  Sdiene  at/ai^ 
icning  Cattle  solely  on  Hone-CheimUs,  whidi  (had  it  snooeeded) 
must  haTe  been  attended  with />fXKfj^ioia«arij^«.  The  BuIlodM 
tried  what  they  could  doj  but  were  forced  to  give  up  the poinf, 
and  nearly  the  ghost.1 


THE  ROYAL  BULLOCKS, 


A  C0N80LAT0EY  AND  PASTORAL  BLEGT. 

I 


Ye  hom*d  Inhabitants  of  Windsor  Park, 
Where  reign'd  sweet  Hospitality  of  yore. 

Why  are  you  not  as  merry  as  the  Lark  ? 
W^hy  is  it  that  so  dismally  you  roar  ? 

Ah  me !  I  guess  the  cause.     Our  glorious  King 
Would  fatten  Cattle  in  the  cheapest  way. 

It  is,  it  is,  1  lorsc-chesnuts :  tliaf  s  the  thing 

Which  gives  each  face  the  Cloud  of  dire  Dbmay. 

Say,  do  the  prickles  stab  each  gentle  beard  ? 

You  wish  t*  oblige  tlie  King:  but,  ah!  with  pain 
You  turn  tliem  round  and  round,  to  bite  qfeard; 

And,  tuintly  mumbling,  drop  them  out  again. 
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Faio  would  I  oomfiort  yoo  with  better  wnt ; 

God  knoirs,  I  pilj  every  pbinlhre  tone* 
Gbdl J  jpour  gums  with  Tumips  wouM  I  greets 

And  give  the  fingraot  Hay  to  sooth  eadi  grtMUfii' 

Say,  are  the  Nats  too  sc^  to  be  diew*d  ? 

Of  want  of  Not-crackers  doyoa  comjJab? — 
Yoa  make  up  awkward  moadis  upon  your  food: 

But  jdaint  of  every  sort  is  poorM  m  vain* 


•  1:1:^1111 


\d  on  such  hard  fare  to  sup  and  dine. 
And  often  by  its  stubborn  nature  foil'd. 
Perhaps  you  wish  it  roasted^  gentle  Kine ; 
Or  probably  you  wish  it  stood  or  foi/*iiL 

But  coals  cost  money  ;  labour  must  be  saved  : 
Know,  this  would  prove  a  great  expense  indeed. 

Ah,  Kine !  by  such  economy  close-shaved, 

Your  Bellies  grumble,  and  your  Mouths  must  blaed« 

Your  Leanness  mortifies  the  King  of  Nations ; 

Displeased,  he  wonders  that  you  n^rnV  grow  fat : 
Your  high  Back-bones  employ  his  speculations ; 

Much  your  poor  Bellies  exercise  his  chat 

VOL.  II.  ^i* 
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The  Man  whose  lofty  head  adsrns  a  Grown, 
That  stoutly  studies  Bullocks,  Pigs,  and  Books, 

Wants  much  to  ste  you  knockM  by  Butchers  down. 
And  hung  in  fiEtir  array  upon  their  hooks. 

Yet,  murmuring  Creatures,  life  is  vastly  ^weet ; 

For  life,  were  I  a  Bullock,  I  should  sigh : 
Much  rather  make  a  sacrifice  to  meat ; 

Live  on  Horse-chesnuts,  than  on  Turnips  4&. 


•    1 


A  MORAL  REFLECTION 

OK  THX   Fai|C9P(NO   XLXOy. 

How  can  the  eye,  in  Nature's  softness  drest, 
So  harden'd,  see  the  different  tribes  around ; 

Behold  the  grazing  Cattle  all  so  blest, 
And  Lambkins  mingling  sport  with  sweetest  sound ; 

Then  glistening,  in  a  strain  of  triumph  cry,. 

^^  Your  throats,  young  Gentlefc^s,  will  saon  be  cut 
You,  sweet  Miss  Lamb,  most  speedily  shall  die; 

Soon  on  the  spit  you.  Master  Calf,  l^  pu^ ! " 
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How  can  the  tongue,  .umid  the  mingled  noise 
Of  Goose,  Duck,  Turkey,  Pigeon,  Cock,^  and  Hen, 

Exclaim,  "Aye,  aye^  gdod  Fowls,  your  cackling  joys 
Soon  cease,  to  fill  with  mirth  the  mouths  of  men?" 

I  cannot  meet  the  Lambkin  s  asking  eye, 

Pat  her  soft  neck,  and  fill  her  .mouth. with  food, 

Then  say,  "  Ere  evening  cometh,  thou  shalt  die. 
And  drench  the  knives  of  Butchers  with  thy  bloOd.'' 

I  cannot  fling  with  liberal  hand  the  grain, 
And  tell  the  fi^ther'd  race  so  blest  arouqd, 

"  For  me,  ere  night,  you  fed  of  death  the  pain ; 
With  broken  necks  you  flutter  on  the  ground/' 

How  vile !  **  Go,  Creatures  of  th*  Alm^ty's  Hand ; 

Enjoy  the  fruits  that  bounteous  Nature  yields ;  . 
Graze  at  your  ease  along  the  sunny  land^ 

Skim  the  free  air,  and  search  the  frxdtful  .fields. 

**  Go,  and  l)e  happy  in  your  mutual  loves ; 

No  violence  shall  shake  your  shelter'd  home : 
Tis  life  and  liberty  shall  glad  my  groves ; 

The  c^  of  Murder  shall  not  damn  my  dome." 

2  L  2 
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Thus  should  I  say,  were  mine  a  house  and  land  : 
And  lo,  to  me  a  parent  should  you  fly ; 

And  run  and  lick,  and  peck  with  love,  my  hand, 
And  crowd  around  me  with  a  fearless  eye. 

And  you,  O  wild  Inhabitants  of  Air, 
To  bless,  and  to  be  blest,  at  Peter's  call, 

Invited  by  his  kindness,  should  repair ; 

Chirp  on  his  roof,  and  hop  amidst  his  hall. 

No  School-boy's  hand  should  dare  your  nests  invade, 
And  bear  to  close  captivity  your  young : 

Pleased  would  I  sec  them  fluttering  from  the  shade, 
And  to  my  window  call  the  Sons  of  Song. 

And  you,  O  Natives  of  the  Flood,  should  play 
Unhurt  amid  your  crystal  realms,  and  sleep : 

No  Hook  should  tear  you  from  your  loves  away ; 
No  Net  surrounding  form  its  fatal  sweep. 

Pleased  should  I  gaze  upon  your  gliding  throng, 
To  sport  invited  by  the  summer  beam ; 

Now  niovinjT  in  most  solemn  march  alon^ ; 

Now  darting,  leaping,  from  the  dimpled  stream. 
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How  far  more  gratefiil  to  the  soul  the  joy. 
Thus  cheerful,  like  a  set  of  Friends,  to  treat  ye, 

Than,  like  the  bloated  Epicure,  to  cry, 

^^  Zounds,  what  rare  dinners !  Gods,  how  I  could 
eat  ye!** 
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MY  DYING  ASS,  PETER. 


Feiend  of  my  youthful  days,  for  ever  past, 

When  Whim  and  harmless  Folly  ruled  the  hour ; 

Ah !  art  thou  stretch'd  amid  the  straw  at  last  ? 
These  eyes  with  tears  thy  dying  looks  devour. 

Blest,  would  I  soften  thy  hard  bed  of  death, 
And  with  new  floods  the  fount  of  life  supply. 

O  Peter !  blest  would  I  prolong  thy  breath, 
Renew  each  nerve,  and  cheer  thy  beamless  eye. 

But  wherefore  wish  ?  Thy  lot  is  that  of  all : 
Thy  Friend  who  mourns,  must  yield  to  Nature's  law ; 

Like  thee  must  sink,  and  o'er  each  darkening  ball 
Will  Death's  cold  hand  th'  eternal  curtain  draw. 

Piteous  thou  liftest  up  thy  feeble  head. 

And  mark'st  me  dimly,  with  a  dumb  adieu ; 

And  thus  amid  thy  hopeless  looks  I  read  : 
"  Faint  is  thy  Servant,  and  his  moments  few. 


ELEGY  DN  WT  DYING  ASS,  519 

"  With  th^  no  longer,  blest,  the  lanes  I  tread : 
Those  times  i  60  happy,  are  for  ever  o'er. 

Ah !.  why  should  Fate  86  cruel  cut  our  threiEKi, 
And  part  a  friendship  that  must  meelt  no  more  ? 

"  Oh !  when  these  lids  shall  close  (the  will  of  Fate), 
Oh !  let  in  peace  thQse  aged  limbs  be  kid 

Mid  tliat  loved  field  which  saw  us  oft  of  late, 
Beneath  our  favourite  Willow's  afnple  shade. 

*^  And  if  my  Master  chance  to  wander  nigh, 
fieside  the  spot  where  Peter's  bones  repose ;   . 

Oh !  let  your  Servant  claim  one  little  sigh :  ' 
Grant  this ;  and,  blest,  these  eyes  for  ever  close." — 

Yes,  thou  poor  Spirit,  yes ;  thy  wish  is  mme  : 
Yes,  be  thy  Grave  beneath  the  Willow's  gloom. 

There  shall  the  sod,  the  greenest  sod,  be  thine ; 
And  there  the  brightest  flower  of  Spring  shall  bloom. 

Oft  to  the  field  as  Health  my  footstep  draws, 
Thy  turf  shall  surely  catch  thy  Master's  eye ; 

There  on  thy  Sleep  of  Death  shall  friendship  pause, 
Dwell  on  past  days,  and  leave  thee  with  a  sigh. 
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Su  eet  is  remembrance  of  our  youthful  hours, 
When  Innocence  upon  our  actions  smiled. — 

What  though  Ambition  scom'd  our  humble  pow'rs. 
Thou  a  wild  Cub,  and  I  a  Cub  as  wild  ? 

Pleased  will  1 4;ell  how  oft  we  used  to  roam ; 

How  oft  we  wander  d  at  the  peep  of  Mom ;    . 
Till  Night  would  wrap  the  World  in  spectred  glooHi, 

And  Silence  listen'd  to  the  Beetle's  horn. 

Thy  victories  will  I  recount  with  joy, 

The  various  trophies  by  thy  fleetness  won ; 

And  boast  that  I,  thy  Playfellow,  a  boy, 
Beheld  the  feats  by  namesake  Peter  done. 

Yes,  yes,  (for  Grief  must  yield  at  times  to  Glee^) 
Amid  my  Friends  I  oft  will  tell  our  tale ; 

Wiien  Id,  those  Friends  will  rush  thy  sod  to  see, 
And  call  the  peaceful  region,  Peter's  Vale. 


I  . 
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THE  WINDSOR  GARDENERS. 

When  first  their  Majesties  to  Windsor  wentf 
Lo,  almost  every  mouth  was  rent — 

With  what?  with  gaping  on  the  Royal  Pair : 
Indeed  from  east,  and  west,  and  north,  and  south. 
Arrived  large  cargoes  both  of  Eye  and  Mouth, 

To  feast  on  Majesty  their  gape  and  stare. 

Not  Punch,  the  mighty  Punch,  the  Prince  of  Joke, 
E  er  brought  together  such  a  herd  of  folk. 

Among  the  thousands  full  of  admiration. 
Appeared  fair  Windsor's  Gardening-nation, 

Blazing  with  Loyalty's  bright  torches : 
They  humbly  came  their  Majesties  to  greet, 
Beggmg  their  Majesties  to  come  and  treat. 

On  every  sort  of  fruit,  their  grand  alforchts.'^ 
The  Couple  smiled  assent,  and  ask'd  no  questions  ; 
Resolved  to  gratify  their  great  digestions. 
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Forth  went  his  Majesty,  so  condescending ; 

Forth  went  our  gracious  Queen,  the  Fruits  commending ; 

Munching  away  at  a  nuyestic  rate. 
The  Gardeners  saw  themselves  bespread  with  giory : 
Told  unto  all  the  Ale-houses  the  story ; 

Which  houses  did  again  the  tale  relate. 

Yes,  they  were  all  so  pleased  that  their  poor  things 
Should  find  sxxch/avo^r  in  the  Mouth$  of  Kings ; 
So  happy  at  the  sudden  turn  of  £Bite, 
As  though  they  all  had  found  a  gre^t  Estate. 

With  awe  sd  stricken,  were  the  Gardeners  mute : 
So  sharp  they  eyed  them  as  they  ate  their  Fruit ; 
Marvelling  to  find  that  such  as  wear  a  Crown 
Had  actions  very  much  like  theirs  in  eating; 
And  that  they  moved,   when  Fines  and  Nectarines 

greeting,  ,  .     . 

Their  jawa,  like  other  people,  up  and  dawn ; 
And  that,  like  other  folks,  they  ate  a  deail, 
:ing  (that  is  to  say)  a  Plowman's  meal. 


And  now  the  Gardeners,  all  so  glorious,  wanted 
To  send  to  Majesty  rare  things :  'twas  granted; 
Both  horse  and  foot  so  laboured  to  embark  it! 
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So  much  indeed  unio  their  Graces  came, 
In  consequence  of  this  most  loyal  flame. 
The  Palace  look'd  like  Covent-garden  Market. 

w 

And  lo,  the»r  Majesties  went  forth  each  day, 
Their  compliments  to  dainty  Fruits  to  pay : 

The  Gardeners  met  Ihem  with  best  looks  and  bows; 
And  then  the  Royal  reputation  raised; 
The  vegetable  wisdom  highly  praised 

Of  George  the  Glorious,  and  his  glorious  Spouse.   ' 

They  told  of  Windsor  Town  the  gaping  throng, 

What  taste  did  unto  Majesty  belong ; 

'• .  * 

As,  how  they  pick'd  the  best :  strange  to  relate  too, 
As  how  their  eyes  were  of  such  lofty  stature, 
Fill'd  with  so^  much  sublimity  their  nature, 

They  look'd  not  on  an  onion  or  potatoe : 
Which  show'd  a  noble  patronizing  spirit, 
And  proved  that  even  in  Fruit  they  favoured  merit. — 

Reader,  prepare  to  drop  thy  jaw  with  wonder ; 
Prepare  thee  now  to  hecur  a  Sound  like  Thunder. 
The  Gardeners,  lo,  with  Majesty  grew  tired! 
No  more  their  gracious  Visitors  desired ! 
In  short,  when  Monarchs  did  themselves  display. 
The  Gai-deners,  bondjidcy  ran  away ; 
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Finding  a  sort  of  vacuum  'mong  their  Fruit, 
That  did  not  much  their  scheme  of  thriving  suit. 

For  Majesty  gives  nought  to  Subjects,  mind ; 
HcMiour  and  Money,  would  be  much  too  kind; 
The  Royal  Smile,  and  Guineas'  glorious  rays, 
like  Semele,  would  kill  them  with  the  blaze*. 

They  now  began  exalted  birth  to  smoke. 
And  fancy  Monarchs  much  like  common  folk  ; 
Therefore  no  more,  when  Majesties  were  coming, 
Whistling  and  laughing,  smiling,  singing,  humming, 
They  gaped,  and,  blessing  their  too  happy  eyes, 
Leap'd  at  their  presence,  just  like  Fish  at  Flies. 

Thus  did  those  fellows  run  from  Queen  and  King : 
Which  shows  the  changeful  folly  of  Mankind ; 

By  growing  tired  and  sick  of  a  good  thing. 
To  actual  happinesses  blind. 

For  what  in  this  our  earthly  World  can  spring. 
That's  equal  to  a  glorious  King? 
What  in  this  World  of  Wonders  can  be  sera. 
That's  equal  to  a  charming  Queen? 

•  ',  I  «■  toemycBe,  it  tiMi:— TIm 

.1  T. 
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To  fieuicy  otherwise,  alas,  What  sin  it  is ! 
From  such  profane  opinion  how  I  shrink  !— 
There  must  be  something  great ;  for  they  too  think 

They're  Gods,  or  Cousins  of  Divinities. 

No  more  (the  dogs !)  the  Gardeners  ponder'd  how 
To  say  fine  words,  and  make  a  pretty  bow ; 

No  more  they  felt  a  choaking  in  the  throat  : 
No  more  look'd  up  and  down,  and  wink'd  askew 
(Poor  souls !),  and,  silly,  wist  not  what  to  do. 

When  with  such  awe  the  Royal  Visage  smote. 

No,  no ;  the  scene  was  most  completely  altered. 

No  longer,  like  some  stupid  Jack-ass  halter'd 

Beside  a  Miller's  door,  or  gate,  or  post, 

In  seeming  meditation  lost. 

To  Majesty  were  drawn  their  heads  so  thick : 

No,  they  were  off;  all  admiration-*sick. 


Such  is  sad  repetition^  O  ye  Gods ! 
And  this  may  really  happen  to  my  Odes. 

Men  of  huge  titles  and  exalted  places, 
Should  at  a  distance  commonly  be  seen ; 

Eyes  should  not  be  familiar  with  their  faces : 
Then,  Wcmder  goes  a  courting  to  each  mien. 
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Lo,  Novellas  a- Barber's  Stnp  or  HoDe, 
That  keenness  to  the  Razor  Passions  gives : 

Use  weareth  out  this  Barber's  Strap  or  Stone ; 
Thus  'tis  by  novelty  enjoyment  lives. — 

In  Love,  a  sweet  example  let  us  seek : 
I  have  it,  Cynthia's  soft  luxuriant  Neck. 

Fix'd  on  the  charm,  how  pleased  the  eye  can  dwell ! 
How  sighs  the  hand,  within  the  gauze  to  creep, 
Mouse-like,  and  on  the  snowy  Hills  to  sleep, 

Raised  by  the  most  delicious  swell ; 
Like  Gulls,  those  birds  that  rise,  and  now  subside, 
Borne  on  the  bosom  of  the  silver  tide ! 

But  let  the  breast  be  common^  all's  undone ; 
Wishes,  and  si^,  and  longings,  all  are  gone  : 
Away  the  hurryii^  palpitations  fly ; 
Desire  lies  dead  upon  the  ^eless  eye. 
Sunk  into  Insipidity  is  Rapture. — 
Thus  finisheth  of  Love  the  simple  Chapter. 

This  is  a  pretty  lesson,  though  not  new ; 

A  lesson  fit  for  Gentile  or  for  Jew. 

For  Love^  die  cooing,  sweety  persuasive  Pigeon. 

Q^kA  all  the  Globe  indeed  to  his  rdigicm : 
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Throughout  the  World  his  humble  Votaries  pray. 
And  worship  him  exactly  the  same  way. 

Other  Religions  kiUj  are  torn  by  strife : 

Love  kmes  ;  and,  what's  sweeter  still,  gives  life. 
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ADDRESS  TO  THE  VIRTUES, 

AN  ODE. 

Ah,  Virtues !  you  are  pretty-looking  creatures ; 
But  then  so  meek  and  feeble  in  your  natures  !— 

Thou  charming  Chastity  now,  par  exemple, 
Who  guard*st  the  luscious  lip,  and  snowy  breast, 
And  all  that  maketh  wishing  Shepherds  blest. 

Forbidding  thieves  on  sacred  ground  to  trample : — 

Appear  but  Love,  the  savage,  all  is  lost ; 

Faint,  trembling,  blushing,  thou  givest  up  the  ^ost : 

Lo,  there's  an  end  of  all  thy  mincing  care ! 
The  field  so  guarded,  in  the  Tyrant^s  power ; 
Each  fence  torn  down,  despoiled  each  massy  bcwer^ 

All,  all  is  rudely  plundered,  and  laid  bare. 

Virtues,  you  blunder' d  on  our  World,  I  fear, 
DerignM  for  some  more  gentk  Sphere, 
Where  the  wild  Passions  storm  ye  not,  nor  tease  ye ; 
Where  every  Animal's  a  mUd  Marcbesi.  * 

I  know,  your  parentage  and  education 
£Boni  in  the  skies,  a  lo%  habitation) 
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But  for  a  perfect  System  were  intended, 
Where  people  never  needed  to  be  mended. 

How  could  you  think  the  Passions  to  withstand ; 
Those  roaring  Blades,  so  out  of  all  command, 
Whose  slightest  touch  would  pull  you  all  to  pieces  ? 
Tliey  are  Goliahs,  you  but  little  Misses. 
Then  pray  go'  home  again  each  pretty  dear : 
You  but  disgrace  yourselves  by  coming  here. 


VOL.  II.  S  M 
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A  MIGHTY  Potentate,  of^ome  disceroingt 
Inquisitive  iodeed^  aud  food  of  learoing, 
From  Windsor  oft  danced  down  to  Eton  College^ 
To  make  himself  a  Pincushion  of  Knowledge ; 
That  is,  by  gleaning  pretty  little  Scraps 
Of  Cesar,  Alexander,  and  such  chaps. 

There  would  he  oft  harangue  the  Master, 
On  Homer,  Virgil,  Pindar  (my  relation). 

Fast  as  a  Jack-fly,  very  often  fieuster : 
Now  jack-flies  have  a  sweet  accekratian. 

Oft  ask'd  he  questions  about  ancient  Kings : 
Natural ;  because  so  like  himself^  great  things. 

He  ask'd  if  Cesar  ever  did  insist, 
lliat,  if  his  Minister  would  keep  his  place^ 
That  Minister  should  always  have  the  grace 

To  mind  Deficiencies  of  Civil  List : — 
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Whether  great  Ceaar  ever  sent  his  Sons 
(To  study  all  the  Classics  and  great  Guns, 

And  bring  of  Art  and  Science  home  a  store) 
To  Qottingen,  his  money  wisely  hoarding ; 
As  Gottingen  is  vastly  cheap  for  boarding 

Young  Gentlemen  whose  Parents  are  but  poor. 

He  ask'd  if  Cesar's  soul  was  fond  of  knowing 
What  all  the  neighbourhood  was  daily  doing ; 

What  went  into  the  pot,  or  on  the  spit ; 
How  much  in  housekeeping  they  yearly  spent ; 
And  if  like  honest  folks  they  paid  their  rent. 

Or  gave  of  victuals  to  the  poor  a  bit : — 

If  Cesar  ever  to  a  Brewhouse  went, 

With  Lords  and  Ladies  of  his  Court  so  grand  ; 
And  hours  on  hops  and  hoops  and  hogsheads  spent, 

So  wise,  with  some  great  Whitbread  of  the  land : 
And  tarried  till  he  did  the  Brewer  tire. 
And  made  the  Brewer's  Horse  and  Dog  admire  ; 
And  curious  Draymen  into  hogsheads  creeping, 
Sly  rogues,  and  through  the  bung-holes  peepmg :  — 

Whether  great  Cesar  was  so  sly  an  elf. 
As  from  the  very  Servants  to  inquire, 
And  know  much  better  than  the  Squire  hipiselfy 

The  l)usiness  of  each  neighbouring  Squire : 

S  M  S 
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As,  why  the  Coachman  Jerry  went  away ; 

Which  of  the  Drivers,  Joan  the  Cook  defiled ; 
Which  of  the  Footmen  with  Susanna  lay, 

And  got  the  charming  Chambermaid  with  child. 

He  ask'd  if  Cesar's  Servants  all 

Were,  Cat-like,  all  good  mousers,  earn'd  their  wages ; 
Sought  news  from  street  and  tavern,  bulk  and  stall, 

Like  Nicolai,  the  Prince  of  Pages  j 
And  whether  Cesar,  with  ferocious  looks, 
Found  a  poor  travelling  Louse,  and  shaved  his  Cooks :— »- 

If  Cesar's  Minister  gave  half-a-crown 

To  Shoe-blacks,  and  the  Sweepers  of  the  town, 

To  howl,  and  swear,  and  clap  him  at  the  Play; 
And,  when  unto  the  Senate-house  he  rode. 
To  spread  their  ell-wide  lantern  jaws  abroad, 

And  roar  most  Bull-like  when  he  came  away. 

He  ask'd  if  Julius  Cesar's  wife 

Had  ever  Maids  of  Honour  in  her  life. 

Like  any  modem  economic  Queen  ; 
And  if,  of  saving  wisdom  full, 
Tlie  saving  Empress  ever  made  a  rule, 

So  keen,  indeed  so  very  keen, — 

That  all  those  honourable  Maids 

Who  wish'd  to  sleep  in  comfortable  Beds, 
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Should  purchase  their  own  Sheets  and  Pillow-cases, 
To  treat  their  gentle  backs,  and  blooming  faces : — 

Whether  great  Cesar  loved  humility. 
That  is,  in  subjects  onhfj  viz.  nobility ; 

And  eke  the  commons,  deem'd  a  vulgar  mass, 
Form'd  by  the  wisdom  of  Almighty  God 
To  carry  on  their  backs  a  heaoenly  load. 

Just  like  a  Camel,  Elephant,  or  Ass  :  — 

If  Cesar  cut  up  Palaces  for  Pens, 
And  unto  butchering  strongly  did  incline ; 

Sold  geese  and  turkeys,  ducks,  and  cocks  and  hens, 
And  fattened  cows,  and  calves,  and  sheep,  and  swine ; 

In  rams  surpassed  him  (of  ram-glory  full), 

Or  ever  beat  him  in  a  bull. 

He  ask*d  if  Cesar  did  not  find 

Some  cunning  fellow  for  a  Hind, 

Prepared  with  strange  accounts  to  meet  him, 

And  in  his  pigs  and  sheep  and  bullocks  cheat  him ; 

And  whether  Cesar  did  not  slily  xvatch  him ; 

And  what  were  Cesar's  traps  to  catch  him : — 

If,  like  Peg  Nicholson,  on  mischief  busy, 

A  Mantua-maker  drew  a  rusty  knife, 
To  cleave  the  Emperor  in  twain,  the  hussy  ; 

Frightening  the  Emperor  out  of  his  life. 
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He  ask'd  if  Italy  was  half  so  blest 

As  England,  in  that  Prince  of  Painters,  West ; 

And  if  there  ever  lived  in  Rome's  great  town 

A  man  who  stokj  like  Reynolds,  a  renown ; 

A  man  indeed  whose  daubing  brush 

Puts  Painting,  the  sweet  Damsel,  to  the  blush : 

Then  askM  if  Cesar  ever  had  the  heart 

To  give  a  shilling  to  the  glorious  Art 

He  ask'd  if  Cesar,  'midst  his  dread  campaigns, 

Felt  bold,  whene'er  well  doused  by  rushing  Rains ; 

Not  caring  even  a  single  fig, 

Although  they  spoil'd  a  bran-new  Wig ; 

Joining  the  doughty  Regiments  of  Death 

On  some  wild  Wimbledon,  or  huge  Blackheath. 

He  ask'd  if  Cesar  ever  stared  abroad 

(Instead  of  staring,  as  be  ought,  at  home) 

For  Architects,  with  trash  the  land  to  load. 
And  raise  of  gaudy  Gingerbread  a  Dome ; 

Such  as  is  raised  by  that  rare  Swede  Sir  Will, 

The  grinning  mouth  of  Ridicule  to  fill  :* — 

Whether  the  curious  Cesar  sent  to  Greece, 
For  Statues  costing  Heaven  knows  what  apiece ; 
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Then  putting  under  gnmad  a  World's  rare  Boast^ 
To  entertain  a  Toad  or  QhosL* 

Such  were  the  Questions,  with  a  thousand  more. 
He  ask'd,  to  swell  of  knowledges  the  store ; 
That  fell  like  Starlings  on  the  ear,  in  flocks ; 
Sure  Keys  for  opening  Mother  Wisdom's  Locks : — 

Rare  Keys  that  op^  the  twili^t  Vaults  of  lime ; 
A  thief  whi^  wUh  a  saerileg|kilis  {Mide, 
Delighteth  sofnelhing  every  day  to  hide. 

Sacks  full  of  Prose  and  sweetly-sounding  Rhyme. 

•  A  Cast,  nd  tbe  only  one,  of  tbe  ftmons  Funese  Hercnkt,  fHrnog  beat 
procved  by  m  conrider^e  ezpcncey  it  wdl  ••  tremble^  lor  tbe  bcaefit  of  Ibo 
SCodeotB  of  tbe  Soyil  Acadeii^,  Slid  tbe  adnontioD  of  the  Woild  io  gcoe^ 
DOW  tbrort  mway  into  m  dvkhole;  tbe  Baildiiif  beini^  imtber  calcobted for  tbe 
support  of  BatterflieSytbaiiAMiyiiirfjfMi;  Tbe  foOowmg  abort  Dodogve  wit 
writteooo  tbei 


A  DiaiUgme  hetteem  too  SWser,  tii  oi  vppcr  l2tMi  tfikt  R$ffml  Aademif, 


FottStitiie. 

•<  Wbit  keepe  oU  Hercules  hdm, 
A  fellow  of  sQcb  nre  reoown  ? 


Second  Statue. 


M 


Pbgiie  take  tbee,  bold  thy  loiig:iie ;  for  know. 
Should  h€  come  up,  w  ill  ^ 
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Such  Questions,  with  a  manner  quite  unique^ 
The  Monkey  Boys  to  mimic  soon  began ; 

And  lo,  of  Mimicry  tlie  saucy  trick 
Like  Wildfire  through  the  College  ran. 

Lord  !  hinder  them ! — tliere  could  be  no  such  thing : 

Thus  every  little  Rascal  was  a  king. 

This,  Fame,  who  seldom  lessens  sounds,  did  bear, 

With  all  its  horrors,  to  the  Royal  ear. 

The  consequence,  the  School  had  cause  to  rue : 

To  schools  the  Monarch  bade  a  long  adieu  ; 

Of  Eton  journeys  gave  th*  idea  o*er. 

And,  angry,  never  mentioned  Cesar  more. 

I 


END  OP  THE  SECOND  VOLUME. 


Prinifid  bj  S.  UamUttm,  Wtybridg*. 
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